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COLONEL ORMSBY. 


LET THE 2M 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſoy. 


M I awake, or do I dream? 'T open 
my eyes, which are blinded with 
my tears; I ſhut them again with 
horror, I would hide myſelf from the 
light; it ſhews me my diſhonour, or 
rather your eternal diſgrace. Your 
name I will blot from my memory—T. 
will not know that ſuch a monſter 
Vet, l. man 


* COLONEL e 


exiſts : for my misfortune has been to 
have ſeen you, and now to hate you as 
my odious ſedutor. What! did I fo 


far de baſe myſelf as to love ſo con- 


temptible a character, and to avow it 
alſo? I thought you worthy of my 
heart; my error has made me miſera- 
ble. Enjoy, barbarous man, my tears, 
my ſhame, and my deſpair, Thank 
God, I am ſtill uncontaminated ; my 
virtue is ſtill ſacred z and in the midft 
of your tranſports I have preſerved my 
honour. Farewell for ever! The place 
where you inhabit is become profaned ; 


your preſence inſupportable. I will 


ſearch after an aſylum where you are 
not known—where I ſhall never hear 


your hated name again. In that ſoli- 


tude I hope to regain my loſt tranquil- 


lity 
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COLONEL ORMSB Y. 3 


lity—what do I ſay! Oh, no; I have 
loſt it for ever Ves, for ever there 
have I doomed myſelf to deplore my 
cruel fate; for I inſiſt upon breaking 
off all correſpondence with a man of 
your principles: I will no longer read 
the ſubtle poiſon of your letters. You 
have opened my eyes; you have ren- 
dered me back my heart; my reſent- 
0 ment ſubſſdes; my love expires—1 feel 
myſelf more compoſed—l feel I can 
pardon you. 8 


ä The 


4 COLONEL ORMSBY, 


The. Anſwer, 


OU have found out, my Lady, 
the cruel ſecret of adding horror 
to my diſtreſſed ſituation. I had indeed 
endeavoured to arm myſelf againſt your 
juſt but bitter reproaches; you are 
calm; your tranquillity, your frozen 
pardon, are ſuch refinements of ven- 
| geancè, as to ſtrike me dumb with 


ſhame and remorſe. You will hate me, 
Lady Beaumont? Oh, no; you can- 
not hate the man who adores you. The 
delirium of the ſenſes is not a vice of 
the heart. I folemnly proteſt, I had no 
idea of injuring your virtue—I knew 

not 
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not the danger I was running, Thus 
ſttuated as | was, what mortal could be 
joſenſible to ſuch a blaze of charms, — 
I ſaw them, and I loſt my reaſon, O 
ſole arbiter of my life, ſupreme judge 
of my intentions, pardon a tranſport 
that my heart abjures. If my much- 
injured Lady Beaumont will but deign 
to admit me Once more into her Pre- 
ſence, ſhe will ſee to what a miſerable 


ſtate I am reduced by the conſciouſ- 


neſs of my offence. Do not, do not, 
matchleſs Perfection, think of bidding 
me an eternal adieu! Let me conjure 


you to reflect on the dreadful conle- 


quences—-My paſſion will have no 
bounds—my deſpair will hurry me into 
perdition, The very thought diſtracts 
me know not where I am--I ſhud- 


B ; der 
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der—I weep—I fear every thing—My. 
God! is there a deſert, a ſavage ſhore 
or uninhabited cavern, to which 1 
would not follow you? After the crime 
my paſſions have committed, they will 
brave every obſtacle. Have mercy, 
heaven !—-T am miſery-ſtruck. My 
once fond and tender Eloiſa has forbid- 
den me to write per haps ſhe will not 
anſwer my letter! the idea kills me 
a world of terrors have feiz'd upon my 
foul—Oh! Adieu! Adieu! 
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LETTER MAE 
Mr. Neville ts Colonel Ori. 


8 . 


75 IS my requeſt that you never 
write to me again, I will. 
have nothing to do with the man who 
is dead to virtue, to honour, and to- 
ſentiment. Once I thought you ſupe- 
rior to moſt men—'twas, I find, but a 


_ chimera, Although you did not follow 


my advice, you ſeemed to be ſenſible 
of its propriety z and I was tempted to | 
overlook the errors of your conduct, 
in conſideration of the exceſs of your 

n. paſſion, 
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paſſion, and the delicacy of your ſenti- 
ments, If love be not more pure, 
more noble, more diſintereſted in you, 
than in the herd of men, I have the ſame 
idea. of your friendſhip. You have in- 
ſulted the moſt reſpectable character in 
the world; you have deſtroyed her 
wonted tranquil.ity; you have ſhut 
your heart to love and friendſhip. ts 
this your boaſted heroiſm! O my once 
virtuous young friend! Remember, 1 
have often warned you of the rocks 
againſt which your unruly paſſions 
would toſs you. What demon could 
tempt you to ſingle out Lady Beau- 
mont, for the ſport and victim of 
your licentious defires! You had no 
intention to injure her innocence ! Ad- 
mirable apology! Had you ſucceeded 
in 
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COLONEL ORMSBY, © 


in your attempt, I would not have con- 


deſcended to ſhew you the infamy of 
ſuch a conduct. I would have con- 


ſigned your name to oblivion, Never 


was I an inflexible moraliſt; bur J am 
inexorable againſt thoſe ſhameful vices, 
which attack the happineſs, the ho- 
nour, reputation, or probity, of one 
we ouzht to reſpect and eſteem. Where 
can J find expreſſions to paint your 
feelings, when you reflect on the divine 
creature you have rendered ſo unhappy ? 


One word more, and then farewell, If 


my manner of reprehenſion di'plea%s, 
I pronounce you a loſt man. Recall to 
your memory, Sir, the long and tender 
intimacy I have enjoyed in your fami— 
Jy; the laſt dying words of a father, 
who conjured me to extend my friend- 
| B 5 : ſhip 


Ven . e ; 


10 COLONEL ORMSBY. 


ſhip to his only ſon. You know, I have 
religiouſly performed his requeſt, 1 
have taken upon me to direct and in- 


ſpect the whole courſe of your educa- 


tion, and J have not neglected to cul- 
tivate your heart as well as your head. 
The progreſs you made in your ſtudies 
gave me a ſenſible pleaſure; your man- 
ner of thinking made me eſteem and 
love. Will you then turn out an in— 
grate, and force me to give you up to 


a world of miſeries, which are the ſure 


attendants of vice and folly? Unhappy 
youth! Farewell! 


LE T- 
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COLONEL ORMS BT. 11 


LETTER: SMC 


Colonel Ormſby to Mr. Neville; 


9 


| Candidly acknowledged my crime.. 
I could not conceal it from the man 
I ſo honoured, and ſo ſincerely reſpec- 


ted : but your manner, my dear Sir, 


has increaſed the miſery of my ſitua- 
tion, I am truly ſenſible I merit the 
levereſt reprehenſion; eſpecially from 
the friend of my own heart—a heart 
now racked with a thouſand. tortures, 
'Tis impoſlible I can ſurvive my diſ- 
grace, Nothing to hope! nothing to 
expect! The poſition kills me. Lady 
| Bo | Beaus 
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Beaumont will never write to me again; 
ſhe even refuſes to read my letters. For 
heaven's ſake, do not expect in me a 
fortitude to bear up againſt ſuch accu- 
mulated misfortunes, What is this 


dreadful crime that I have committed ? 


I have yielded to the impulſe of love, 
to the delirium, to the ſweeteſt pen- 
chant of which nature is ſuſceptible. 


Had you been in my place, you would 


have been the victim of your feelings : 
for all that is ſeductive in beauty caught 


hold of my ſenſes—1 then thought I 


heard her call me—her attitude diſ- 
played ſuch a profuſion of charms— 


were a celeſtial being to have ſeen her 


thus, he would have renounced the 
perfection of his nature for the pleaſure 
1 | of 
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COLONEL ORMSBY, 12 


never more ſee the adored Eloiſa---I 
am irreparably loſt to myſelf, to her, 
to my friends, and to the whole 


| world. 
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LETTER n. 


Lady Beaumont 70 ber Uncle, 


Y protector, my friend, my more. 

than father, do not be uneaſy 
at the afflictions of your niece. I am 
going to my country-houſe; and I ſhall 
be many miles on the road before you 


receive this intimation. I feared to meet 


your repreſentations, -your intreaties; I 


feared the aſcendant you have over me 
to fly your preſence. My ſoul is 

prey to melancholy; I ſigh after ſoli- 
tude and the rocks f . Tis 


there I ſcek for a balm to cure my 
wounded 
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COLONEL ORMSBY, 1 


wounded ſenſibility. I renounce every 
thing in life except that of loving the 
beſt and moſt affectionate of relations: 
to you I confide the ſecret of my re- 
treat—love me---I ſtill merit your af- 
fection-—-My throbbing boſom - my 
ſighs---my tears will only permit me to 
ſubſcribe myſelf  —- 


Your affectionate Niece; 


B E AU MONT 


EL E Tz 
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LT ER III. 

Colonel Ormſby to Madame St. Alban. 
Mapam, 

S you are the moſt intimate friend 


of Lady Beaumont, I write to 
implore your kind offices in my behalf ; 


and that you would favour me with her 


addreſs. *Tis unneceſſary to conceal 


from you, madam, to what exceſs I 


adore that divine woman. She has ab- 
ruptly left her uncle, and every ſoul is 
ignorant of the place to which ſhe is 
retreated, I wander about like one 


diſtrafted---my inquiries are fruitleſs. 


 FOU 
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COLONEL ORMSBY. 


You are, I know, the confidante of this 
unhappy lady. To your ſenſibility 1 
addreſs myſelf, that you may reſtore 
me to my ſenſes, 1 ſhall be a martyr 
to my diſtraction; have pity on the 
> poignant agonies which I eternally ſaf- 
= for: and reſt aſſured, that to my lait 
moments I ſhall retain a grateful re- 
wembranee of ſuch a favour, 
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18 COLONEL ORMS Bx. 


The Auſiven. 


SIR, 


OUR letter has thrown me into 
the greateſt affliction; I am 


equally unealy, and even terrified. Lady 


Beaumont is the moſt intimate friend I. 


have upon earth; I know her great 


virtues ſo well, that I would give my. 
life to render her any eſſential proofs 


of my affection. What can this mean? 


what could induce her to leave the 


houſe of her uncle, without writing me 


a 992 line! My God! if you, Sir, 


have 
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COLONEL ORMSBY. 19 
1 have been the cauſe, I ſhall certainly 
nate you. If you can obtain any in- 
telligence, you will not fail tranſmitting 
it by the firſt poſt, I ſhall be wofully 
miſerable, till I can trace her preſent 

reſidence, 


E am,. &. 
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LETTER KUL 


Lady Beaumont to Madame St. Alban. 
Che de . 


E OW can Ipoſſibly dellneate, my 

dear friend, what I would hide 
even from my ownſelf! 1 am totally at 
a loſs to find expreſſions to deſcribe his 
perfidy. I no longer eſteem the traitor. 


Know, my dear St. Alban, that I an 


the moſt unfortunate creature breathing. 
The idol which my heart had ſat up; 


the idol which I adored; the idol 1 


believed to have been a god, is no 


other than a vile ſeducer. He would 


have 


AL 5 
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have impoſed upon my credulity ; he 
would have availed himſelf of my 
ſleep! I who relied on the purity of 
his ſentiments, what imprudence ! This 
has deſtroyed all my ſchemes of future 
= happineſs---my paſſion is extinguiſhed. 
A mortal deſpair remains, Every 
thing around me appears frightfully 
diſmal---I will blot his name from my 
memory; and I conjure you never to 
name that ſuch a wretch exiſts, Tis 


1 


er 


all over---I am determined never to 
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| fee him more. The remains of my 
miſerable exiſtence I have doomed to 


8 es 
« F, 8 
. 
3 


— 4 
- 


this retreat, where I am cut off from 
my Uncle and my deareft St. Alban. 
The neighbouring chain of mountains 
are ſcarce ſufficient to hide me from 
his ſight; his cruel image haunts me 
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day and night. Is it thus one hates ? 
Have you ſeen him? Has he written to 
you? In mercy to my feelings, do not 
let him know where I train on a moſt |! 
deplorable exiſtence. Reflect on the | 
importance of the ſecret I have lodged 
in your boſom ; and write immediately 
to the diſtreſſed 
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The Anſwer. 


Y joy was inexpreſſible in recogs 
nizing the character of my truly 


X amiable friend; but how was I grieved 


as ſoon as I had read the contents of 


. your letter! My Eloiſa two hundred 


miles from her friends! Would to 


P heaven I could fly to your retreat, and 


give you all the conſolations of a ſin- 


3 cere and cordial friendſhip, I hate 
chat Colonel Ormſby, ſince I know the 
horrid miſchiefs he has occaſioned, 


Dear Eloiſa, you ſtill ſee him with other 


eyes, notwithſtanding your poſitive de- 
W clarations : for J read in every line, that 
W you deteſt the crime, but adore the 


cr iminal. 
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criminal. Your reproaches come from 
a heart ſtill alive to paſſion ; and the 
image of the ſeducer will haunt you 
*till you have pardoned him, and re- 
ſtored him to favour. Do you think 
to recover your loſt tranquillity by ab- 
ſence and ſolitude? No, the contrary 
will be the reſult; and I fear a cruel 
world will put a wrong conſtruction on 
the motives of your leaving the capital, 
You are now an unhappy being, wan- 
dering among the mountains and craggy 


rocks which will re-echo back your 
ſighs and complaints; and yet you 


think this will fortify you againſt the 
ſeductions of a tender paſſion ? How 


miſerably are you miſtaken in your 
meaſures ! my dear Eloiſa. Such a ſo— 
litude ſerves but to augment, rather 

Va than 
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than to diminiſh the wants of the heart: 
with your friends and the world, you 
would at times forget your feelings, 
and their counſels would give you cou- 
rage. Where you are, all is ſilent; but 
your too ſuſceptible boſom, which will 
N be ever at variance with your under— 
1 ſtanding. If theſe reaſons cannot con- 
i | vince you of the neceſlity to quit your 
1 painful ſituation; can you reſiſt againſt 
9 | the earneſt intreaties of an uncle, who 
1 has been melancholy ever ſince your 
1 departure? He calls upon me to ex- 
plain the myſtery which drove you from 
his houſe. I know not what to lay or 
do. You know he is intitled to every 
9 | conſideration; and if you do not return, 
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Jou will rob him of his happineſs, 
2 are, my dear Eloiſa, young, hand- 
oi C lome, 
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ſome, and virtuous; you know theſe 
are dangerous qualities for the ſpirit of 
detraction and calumny : again, there- 
fore, let me conjure you to return to 
your friends, and bid adieu to ſo me- 
| Jancholy a habitation. God bleſs you! 
I thought it impoſſible to love you 
better, but your misfortunes have made 
me feel an increaſe of tenderneſs. | 


Your's, 


Ss. ALBAN. 


LET- 
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LETTER 1 
Colonel Ormſby to Mr. Neville. 


I Ap Beaumont has left us---She 
has carried my ſoul along with 
her, and I feel that I only exiſt by the 


conſciouſneſs of my extreme wretched- 


neſs. My future happineſs is fled, with- 
out the hopes of a return. She ig 
gone !---not a creature knows whither ! 


Ahl my much injured friend, when I 
received this dreadful news, I thought 


my heart was pierced with a hundred 
poinards at the ſame inſtant; I ſeemed 
to anticipate all the horrors of an ap- 
02 proaching 
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proaching diſſolution---my blood was 
frozen, my reaſon loſt---I remained 
aghaſt and petrified. If my friend 
knows where Lady Beaumont is, and 
conceals it from me, adieu to friend- 
ſhip---Adieu to the whole world! for 
my ſoul cannot ſuſtain ſuch a load of 
accumulated doubts, pangs, and ſor- 
rows! 
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LETTER b 


Lady Beaumont to Madame St. Alban. 


ou will break my heart, my 
dear St. Alban. Your preſſing 


ſolicitations diſtract me. I cannot 


bear the thoughts of refuſing you 


any thing; and yet I dare not ex- 


poſe myſelf to the danger of ſeeing 
the man who has been the god of 


my idolatry. Alas! I can no longer 


hate him; guilty as he is, I ftill 


find I adore him. My unfortunate 


paſſion condemns me to this ſad ha- 


bitation, Here I can indulge my 
tears, my wanderings, his crime, my 
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uncle, and my St. Alban. Nothing. 
can be more calamitous than my pre- 


ſent ſituation; each hour, each in- 1 
ſtant, ſerves but to redouble its fatal 1 
poignancy—a letter perhaps from my 
uncle Oh heavens ! he is fallen dan- 
f gerouſly ill. I fly to give him all 
(the ſuccour I can. Oh ſhould I on 
my arrival not find him alive, I wilk 
not ſurvive him another hour! 


LETTER MY 


My. Neville to Colonel Ormsby. 


NHAPPY young man! guilty. 
as you are, I muſt feel for the 


misfortunes you have brought upon 


yourſelf, as well as upon that angelic 


woman Lady Beaumont, You have 
indeed your own turbulent deſires ta 
blame; but this conſideration will not 


alleviate your pains, I am exceed-. 
ingly affected at both your ſituations, 
Lady Beaumont has then, I find, poſi- 
tively left you to deplore and repent. 

C 4 at 
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to her virtue. Good God! into what 


abuſe my confidence: if you do, I 


doned to deſpair and melancholy, In 


the leaſt indiſcretion, diſhonourable for 
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at leiſure the inſult you have offered 


1 boſom have you thrown pain and 


deſolation! It is not my intention to 


add more weight to your miſery—1 
have an idea—but beware you do not 


will never ſce or write to you while 
] live. My ſecret is, that I ſuſpect 
this model of virtue and perfection 
is gone to an eſtate of her's at ***#, 
It is a loneſome ſolitary retreat, won- 
derfully calculated for a ſoul aban- 


the name of ſacred friendſhip, make 
no improper uſe of this conjecture 


Lady Beaumont and you, will loſe 
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ſophy, at leaſt that part of it which 


conſiſts 


trepid cou- 
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in a manly and 
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LETTER LUN. 


The Counteſs Dubois to Colonel Ormſby. 


'T HAT in the name of fortune 

were you doing, my friend, 
in the wood of ** you were ſeen 
walking with haſty ſtrides you ap- 


peared in the laſt diſorder your hair 


diſhevelled — a geſture which ſhewed 
a mind terribly agitated — a look 
which indicated your being deprived 
of your ſenſes. The moment I caught 
your eye, you diſappeared in an in- 


ſtint; as.if the fight of a woman 
was become your mortal antipathy. 
Upon my honour, Ormſby, you won- 

on derfully 
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derfully perſonated a certain melan- 
choly Prince, who figures in ſome ro- 


mance which I have read. You were. 


very little more rational than Roland, 
who tore up trees by their roots, be- 
cauſe his miſtreſs had deceived him: 
or, if you like it better, I compare 
you to Don Quixote in the Black 
Foreſt. You only wanted ,a milk- 
white palfrey to mount, in order to 
deliver a captive princeſs from the 


enchantments of ſome hideous giant. 
Serioufly, when once we are diſpoſed. 


to play the fool, we ought to run 
ſuch lengths as theſe, becauſe they 
mult pleaſe the hero, and divert all. 


his friends, neighbours, and the re- 


gions where he exhibits ſuch mighty 
deeds of high renown, Lady Beau-: 
Ca = mont 
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mont will laugh immoderately at all 
thoſe wondrous flights ; ſhe has rob- 
bed poor Colonel Ormſby of his rea- 
ſon, his perſon, and his graces. Won- 
derful ! why you are become a down- 
right St. Preux. To complete the 
farce, and to be in the Coutume, ſhe 
is become the inhabitant of ſome de- 
ſerted iſland. Raillery apart; what 
could induce her Ladyſhip to aban- 


don the handſome, young, and all- 


accompliſhed Ormſby ? I am dying 
to know the whole hiſtory, Adieu! 
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LETTER 0 
Lady Beaumont to Madame St. Alban, 


ESTERDAY evening I reached 

my uncle's. I begin to revive. 
He is ſomething better. I embraced 
him for a quarter of an hour, be- 
fore I could utter a ſingle ſyllable, 
He received me with his uſual gra- 
cious manner, For that moment, I 
felt my heart alive to joy, To- 
morrow I will contrive to ſee you. 
That circumſtance will procure me 
ſome more moments of felicity. 
Adieu. 1 5 


Billet 
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Biller from Colonel Ormsby,, 
To Madame St. Alban. 


\OR heaven's . ſake — for the ſake 

of the moſt unfortunate man. 
breathing, deign to tell me if the 
report be true, that Lady Beaumont 
is returned to her uncle's. I dare 
not write to her; I dare not pay 
her a viſit, I am obliged to have 
recourſe to your kind offices. Jn 
compaſſion to my ſufferings, and the 
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emaciated ſtate of my health, per- 
mit me to live. Let me conjure 
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you to write one line in my behalf; 
Hor, 
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for, without you, I have not the YN 
moſt diſtant hope. With a trembling: 
and mortal. anxiety, I wait your an- 
ſwer, 3 


And am, f 
Dear Madam, &c, © 


ORMSBY - 
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* 


The Aaſull, 


SIR, 


ADY Beaumont was here when 
| I 'had the honour of receiving 
your billet ; ſhe immediately knew 
the hand-writing, and fell that mo- 
ment lifeleſs in my arms. As ſoon 


as ſhe was a little recovered, ſhe 


forbad my mentioning your name, 
and I dare not diſobey her at this 
juncture. I beg you will not write 
to her; if you do, you will have 
only yourſelf to blame, I am very 
much induced to render you all the 
ſervices in my power, becauſe I am 

| tempted 
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LETTER LY. 
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Lady Beaumont to Madame St. Alban. 
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HI my dear friend! 1 hall. | 

certainly fall a martyr to my | 
feelings. What! cannot I even ſee 
his hand-writing without loſing my 
ſenſes ! Good God! 1 love him more 
than ever ! Thoſe places where I have 
ſo frequently ſeen him at my feet— 
this chamber, witneſs of his temerity 
and ſubmiſſion — this garden, which 
I have traverſed full of his tender- 
neſs and ſuperior qualities — every 
thing about me retraces his dear image 
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— every ching invites me to love 
him even with an increaſe of ardour. 
I have had the madnels to put the 
following plaintive verſes to muſic, 
becauſe they contain a ſentiment too 
a to. my preſent feelings. 


Senta le mie querele 

Il nume Dio d'amore, 
Poi renda à queſto cuore 
Il ben' che lo tradi. 


Yeſterday as I was talking to my 
uncle by his bedſide, he accidentally. 
mentioned Colonel Ormſby, who he 
ſaid had ſhewn him ſuch marks of 
attention, that he ſhould never for- 
get them, He alſo mentioned his 
having called twice every. day to learn 

the 
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the ſtate of his health ; and that when he 
was found to be in danger, he was ſeen 
to return home with tears in his eyes. 
Had my uncle at that inſtant ſeen me, 
he would have diſcovered my ſenſibi- 


lity: I left him abruptly, and wept in 
all the luxury of '1 woe, 


This God-like man little thought of 
the impreſſion he had made upon my 
poor diſtracted mind; he was ignorant, 
St. Alban, that the man who had ſo 
intereſted himſelf in his recovery, was 
the god I had choſen to worſhip ; and 
that his tenderneſs for me extended to 
every thing about me. They ſay his 
features are very much altered—are 
thoſe charming ones, ſo deeply graven 
upon my — injured by grief and 
vexation? 
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vexation? Am I not the cauſe ? Can 
I then heſitate to pardon him—to ſee 
him ? Yet he has not even written me 
a ſingle line; 1 have not had a glimpſe 
of him ſince my return home. Ah, 
without doubt he fears I ſhall ſend back 
his letters; he fears he ſhall ſtill offend 
--.-Yet I accuſe him in an inſtance which 
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proves the delicacy of his attachment. 


O, my St. Alban, what charming 
news! I have this moment a letter that 
informs me the place of * * is con- 
ferred on Colonel Ormſby. He knows 
nothing of the 1ntereſt I have taken in 
this affair with the marſhal; and as I 
am not known, I have a double fatiſ- 
faction in the ſucceſs of my applica- 

tion. 
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tion. Adieu; I will write directly to 
my honourable friend, to thank him: 
he little dreams what a world of hap- 
pineſs he has been inſtrumental in pro- 
curing to the almoſt heart-broken 


ELOISA BEAUMONT, 
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COLONEL ORMSBY, 47 


1. E. TTER LYLE 
Colonel Ormſby to Lady Beaumont. 


RACIOUS Providence! add t6 
the faculties of my ſoul, and fur- 
niſh me with expreſſions worthy of my 


g tranſports ; and, by inſpiring me, be 
WE the organ of my thanks and gratitude, 


This hour, this halcyon hour is become 


the happieſt of my life. My Eloiſa 
; has deigned to ſeal my pardon—I am 
W wild wich joy —I efface the words as 
W they flow from my pen with tears of 
A gladneſs. Is it then to Lady Beaumont 
chat 1 am indebted for my recent ap- 
pointment! 


33 —— —— — 
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pointment! Though baniſhed her pre- 
ſence, her heart has pleaded powerfully 
and victoriouſly in my favour. O deign, 
divine woman, to reſtore me to your 
former eſteem, as well as your affection; 
and permit me to fall proſtrate at your 
feet, to implore an everlaſting obli- 
vion of a fault that can never be re- 
peated a ſecond time. Grant this, and 
Ormſby will be the moſt envied of 
mortals! 


Billet 
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— 


Billet of Anſwer, 


81 


T laſt I have brought myſelf to 
the reſolution of ſeeing you 
again; but I expect you bring with 
vou my friend St. Alban: and I im- 
| poſe poſitive ſilence upon the chapter 
== of thanks and gratitude. 


You HH. D L E T. 


—— —ũ—— — — —ͤ ͤ 


( 
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LETTER Ou. 


- 


Colonel Ormſby to Lady B. 
W HAT an affecting ſcene ! the 
MN impreſſion can never eſcape my 
memory; and theſe following words 
have ſunk deep into my ſoul : 


« Colonel Ormſby, 1 forgive you ; 
e this is as much as to ſay, I love 
„ you: yes, I do love you; and 1 
« here renew the avowal in the pre- 
LY e ſence 
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<« ſence of our friend: but I expect 
vou now ſolemnly promiſe not to 
© oppoſe my ſentiments reſpecting my 
* forced engagements to the man 
<« whoſe name I am doom'd to bear. 
« St, Alban will be the witneſs be- 
* tween us; your honour ſhall be the 


« ſeal, and my love the recompence : 
< remember, therefore, that your {ure- 
e ties are honour, love, and friend- 
| e 


Tes, -my adorable miſtreſs, I have | 


. ſworn to obſerve religiouſly all your in- . 
2 junctions: henceforward I adopt your 
I affections, your taſtes, and your ſenti- | 


ments. For the laſt time, however, 
D 2 let 
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let us mutually deplore the misfortune 
of two beings, united by the laws of 


nature, and yet ſeparated by the laws 
of the land. With what truth and de- 


licacy has Guarini deſcribed my pre- 


ſent ſituation ! 


Sel peccar' è ſi dolce, 
E' non peccar fi neceſſario; o troppo 
| Ingqperfetta natura, 
| Che repugni à la Legge; 
| O troppo dura Legge; 
Che la natura offendi. 


Theſe lines are ſo happily transfuſed 
| into your own language, that I muſt 
| here cite them. 


Si 
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Si ' inſtinct et la loi, par des effets contraires, 
Ont également attache - 
L'un tant de douceur au péché, 

L'antre des peines fi ſeveres ; 
Sans doute, ou la Nature eſt'imparfaite en ſoi 
Qui nous donne un enchant que codamne la Loi; 
Ou la loi doit paſſer pour une loi trop dure, 


Quicondamne an penchant que donne la Nature. 


Have we not reaſon, dear Eloiſa, to 
lament this tyranny of prejudice | to us 
it has been an inexhauſtible ſource of 
tears—but enough, I will draw the: 
curtain before the picture it his exhi- 
bited: for I have read my pardon in 
your eyes; joy is brightened up in mine; 
the pain- is far removed, when felicity 
begins. I now forget all my ſorrows. 

D 3. | Feeling. 
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Feeling ſouls have this ſuperior privi- 
lege over others, that if they are made 
to fee] excruciating. pangs, they have a 
ſource of refined and ecſtatic pleaſures 
of which the vulgar can have not the 
teaſt conception, Theſe are your own 
ſentiments. Adieu! I muſt and ſhall 


adore you for ever. 
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EET TRE R. wm. 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſcy. 


IN CE I am thoroughly perſuaded 

of the purity with which you love 

me, I cannot reſiſt the pleaſure of 

pouring out my whole ſoul to my once 
more dearly beloved Ormſby. 


Caro adorato bene, 
Sole degP occhi miei 
Tu ſolo ſolo ſei 

Cuore di queſto cuor', 
Tu mia ſperanza. 


D 4 I pro- 
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I promiſed to write the artleſs effu- 
fions of my heart; and you ſee that | 
am well diſpoſed to keep my word, 1 
find indeed ſuch a reſtraint in writing 
any other language, that I am almoſt 
tempted to adopt no other in future: 
for ] cannot expreſs the ineffable plea- 
ſure I receive in theſe tender aſſurances 
af a pure and delicate affection. With 
what joy do I receive and read your 
paſſionate letters! *Tis impoſſible to 
tell you how welcome they are to my 
too ſuſceptible heart. What delicious 
entertainment for a truly enamoured 
ſoul! Divine uniſon of minds! by 
which alone a permanent happineſs can 


be inſured ! I paint to my fond imag-'- 
nation Colonel Ormfby, with my let- 
| | ter 
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ter in his hands---I ſee his matchleſs 


tenderneſs and ſenſibility---I ſee---but- 


where am I. wandering. to? Adieu! 
_ Your Eloiſa bids you to be happy. 


l 2 
— — — by” 
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The Anſwer. 


E AR Eloiſa Beaumont! were it 
HB poſſible to deſcribe my feelings, 
| | you would never ceaſe loving the moſt 


| paſſionate of lovers. Oh, that I had 
z the pen of a Rouſſeau, I would then, as 
. the poet expreſſes it, give you thoughts: 
which breathe, and words which burn. 


I would pourtray in the moſt glowing 
colours the ardour of this divine paſ- 
Hon: nature and love ſhould again 
live in written characters: or, in other 
words, to this ſecond Raphael I would 
be a ſecond Corregio, whoſe maſterly 
talent was, to delineate his vaſt concep- 


tions 
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tions with grace, truth, and harmony : 


and with ſuch a pencil I would picture 


my affections as he did his angels, who 


were crayoned in ſplendour, pellucid 


in glory, and breathing the animated 
tint of celeſtials. 


With your never-to-be-forgotten 


gracious epiltle, I have your ſtriking 


and conſequently invaluable portrait. 
I ftare it into animation: my ſenſibi- 


lity cheriſhes the illuſion ; I hear your 


dear accents; my intoxicated imagina- 


tion hurries my enraptured- foul into 
new ſcenes of love, wonder, and de- 


light. 


— 


Jam juſt returned from Orpheus and 


Eurydice. The mulic is wonderfully 
= TE6 melo-— 


* 1 r 
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melodious and expreſſive, while the po- 
ficion of the Mari Fidele inſpired the 
moſt lively ſenſations. I faw myſelf 
and my Eloiſa in every ſcene, which 
called up feelings for every paſſion--- 
feelings as did juſtice to ſuch maſters 
as Mclaſtaſio, and the Chevalier Gluck. 
Love, poetry, and muſic, are the de- 
lights of your Ormſby; no. wonder 
then that his pen runs into a language 
which becomes jargon to ninety-nine 
in a hundred throughout the whole 
world. Adieu! lovely Eloiſa! and 
remember your lover wants neither 
virtue, ſentiment, or paſſion, to reſpect,. 


eſteem, and agore you. 


LE T- 
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LETTER IIX. 


Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormsby. 


i 


D' A R poſſeſſor of my heart, what 
will become of my extreme in- 
fatuation? Each interview rivets my 
affections faſter and faſter. Fond man! 


what ſhall I, what can I do to render 


myſelf worthy ſuch attachment? How: 
| flew the moments while in your com- 
pany ! I was in Elyſium! I was--O 
Ormſby ! my ſenſibility. triumphs over 
my diſcretion---I muſt tear myſelf from 
TC . 
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 you---I bluſh in glancing over what I 
have written---Adieu! I vill perſuade 
myſelf 1 do love you. 


r 


— 


7 Billet 
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Billet from C olonel Ormsby, | 


"To: Lady Beaumont. 


9 My Eloiſal my eyes are ſwim-- 

ming in tears of love and gra- 
titude! My God! what a bleſſing do I 
not enjoy in being beloved by the wo- 
man I ſo honour, eſteem, love, and: 
adore! Delightful uniſon of ſouls ! a 
pre-ſentiment whiſpers we ſhall be yet 
happy. It will be the ſtudy of my life 
to make you ſo. I do not even wiſh to 
breathe but for your ſake, This even- 


ing 
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ing I ſhall again behold my elegant- 
woman in all her irreſiſtleſs charms 
and bewitching ſenſibility. Till then, 
Farewell ! 


GET. 
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EBT TE N 
Colonel Ormſhy 10 Lady Beaumont. 


T\HOU art, my Eloiſa, the de- 
light of my life; permit me to 
baniſh that formal word you too much 
reſpect frightens love. Let us ſpeak 
and write but the language of our 
hearts. Paſſion, ſuch as ours, will not 
ſubmit to the trammels of modes and 
ſtudied decorums, We will riſe ſupe- 
_ rior to vulgar. prejudices : my Eloiſa 
has nobly dar'd to write as ſhe feels, 
and. 
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and ſhe has made her lover the hap- 
pieſt of mortals. Ah! how raviſhing 
to hear my charming miſtreſs pro- 
nounce, | 


Caro del mio contento 


Farſi più vive io ſento. 


Whence, O whence this ſweet agita- 
1 tion, that I can ſcarce hold my pen? 
\þ Whencethis ſtarting tear of joy! Whence 
this ſudden palpitation of my heart ? 
My fond imagination repreſents thee, . 
my Eloiſa, as the moſt enchanting and 
moſt affectionate of thy ſex, Thou. 
knoweſt thou art wondrous handſome 
thou knoweſt thou art elegancy itſelf 
—thou knoweſt thou poſſeſſeſt an un- 


CON: mon 
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common underſtanding, taſte and ad- 
dreſs—and thou knoweſt, as ſuch, 1 
honour, love, and adore thee, 


ORMSBY. 


LET. 
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LETTER IXI. 


Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſby. 


| ROM the moſt wretched of beings, 
IJ am become the moſt happy of 

' mortals. The retroſpe& of what 1 
have ſuffered, compared with my pre- 

ſent feelings, make me- doubly enjoy 

my feaſt of ſentiment and love. Your 

delicacy, reſpect, and renderneſs, have 

effaced all my paſt miſeries; I ain now 

alive to all the delights of a refined 

ſenſibility, I read your welcome Hillel 

dots, with the ſame warmth and emo- 

tion which you experience in penning. 

them. 


COLONEL ORMSBY, 69 


them. The aſſurances of your love are 
ſweetly grateful; my Ormſby, thou 
haſt all the ſoftneſs of Petrarch, with 
all his paſſion ! Adieu! 


LET. 
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LETTER: IXI. 


Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormsby. 


WO days are elapſed, and not a 
: line to my Ormſby ! you will be 
angry, no doubt; you will be more ſo, 
when I tell you I have been to viſit a 
nun who has preached with anon 
againſt that terrible paſſion Love. Tis 
criminal, ſhe ſays, to adore any man 
who is not beatifizd—lT will not believe 
her, Ormſby. We are happy, and- 
heaven is too juſt to be offended with a 
felicity like ours. My ſenſibility, which 
perhaps may become my future torment, 


is nevertheleſs more dear than life itſelf, 
* 
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if it makes the charm of my Ormſby's. 
This magic chaſes away every melan- 
choly idea, and turns my ſoul to love 
and admiration. 


Come alla riva 
Ei ſpinge il legno, 
All' altro ſegno 
Dov' io men' volo, 

f Mi ſcorge ſolo 


Il mio penſier. 


Angels can bear me witneſs how I 


love to meditate on your worth and ac- 
compliſnments; what a heaven while 
you continue all charming, all tender, 
and all faithful! In ſpite of every dif- 


ficulty which beſets me, I love,. and 


Contenta io ſono. 


Billet 


* 
4 
ot 
1 
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Billet from Lady Beaumont. 


Deteſt every thing which calls off 

the idea of my Ormſby. I could 
wiſh to annihilate from the reſt of my 
days, thoſe painful hours and days I 
paſs without hearing or ſeeing you. 
Even a deſert with the man I love, is 
preferable to the crowd of flatterers 
and ſycophants, with whom you think 
I am ſo highly delighted. A-propos of 


 awilderneſs ; a certain gentleman alone 


in a box at the Opera, who did not 
think he was overheard, upon the ſcene 


ſhifting to a new one, he paſſionately 
exclaimed, 
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exclaimed, My dear miſtreſs ! would to 
heaven I was there with thee! Has not 
this mortal ſtolen this tranſport, this 


inſtance of his ſenſibility, from my ; 
Ormſby ? 5 — | 


J L E T. 
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L. K T TEN Nein. 
Colonel Ormſby to Lady Beaumont: 


] AM this inſtant retired from com- 

pany. *Tis late; but late as it is, 
I cannot cloſe my eyes before I have 
paid my adoration to my lovely image. 
*Tis my Eloiſa; to her I pour out my 
whole ſoul. Almighty love! how 
powerful, how faſcinating are thy 
charms! How grateful, how voluptu- 
ous thoſe tears, thoſe ſighs, and broken 


.exclamations |! 


To-morrow I expect the arrival of a 
few friends; would to heaven my Eloiſa 
was 
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was of the party! We have, indeed, 
nothing but concerts, balls, petits ſou- 
pers, and parties of pleaſure. The 
carnival is begun, and all the world 
ſeems mad with noiſy mirth, and an 
eternal round of maſquerating. Happy 
period, however, for thoſe who maſk 
their faces, to ſpeak the language of 
their hearts! The idea makes me me- 
lancholy. To be kept from my charm- 
ing woman, is the privation of every 
thing under heaven. When I meditate 
on the bliſs I ſhould experience in ſeeing 
you here, the diſappointment makes 


me more than half mad. O my dear 
Eloiſa ! what is it that makes me fo 
ardently wiſh to ſee you ? My heart 
has a thouſand things to tell you; my 
pen cannot neither expreſs them, or ar- 

E 2 range 


than by. the feeble aid of words and 


ſemblance calls up ſuch emotions, what 


tis two in the morning 
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range them in any order : they are bet- 
ter expreſſed by looks and geſtures, 


phraſes. If the bare ſight of your re- 


muſt they not be, were I bleſſed with 
the ſight of the divine original? Adieu! 


LE T- 
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LETTER LXIV. 
Colonel Ormſby to Mr. 12 eville. 


FTER having os my a 


friend with my ſufferings, tis 


neceſſary I ſhould inform him of my 


ſuperlative happineſs. , You knew al- 
ready of my fortunate reconciliation 
with Lady Beaumont; you knew alſo 
the cruel conditions which | have ſworn 


to keep ſacred. I have paſſively ſub- 
mitted to every thing, I obey, I ſuffer, : 


yet I am the happieſt of beings. There 
is a-ſecret charm attached to this lively 
woman, Which excites the moſt ardent; 

. deſires, 
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defires, and yet retains them in a ſub- 
ordination that is wonderful. A look 
from her can carry fire and diforder—- 
my ſoul is in a lame—]I can reaſon no 
longer—1 claſp her in my arms—1 am 
wild with joy, —yet one word, one 
glance checks my career, and compels 
me to behold her as ſomething more | 
than human. She appears ſo ſenſible 
to my raptures, my joy, my reſpect, 

and my fears of offending, that a tear 

will ſteal down her lovely check; ſhe 
would hide it from me but in vain. 
Eloiſa has an exquiſite ſenſibility, but 
fo refined with ſentiment and delicacy, 
that her very tranſports wear the dignity 
of virtue, What is more inchanting 
in this world, than to behold a young 
beautiful woman, endowed with the 
. I moſt 
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moſt lively ſenſibility. when ſhe looks 
on the man ſhe loves! Reverſe the pic- 
ture, and ſhew. the adorable Lady Beau- 
mont ſacrificing her youth; charms, and 
feelings, to a tyrant who perſecutes her, 
and to one ſhe- perfectly loaths and 
abhors! Be happy, my Neville; your 
friend taſtes of a felicity which is not 
b 7 
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LECTER iy. 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſpy. 


Dran Ogmspy ! 


Have this moment received a letter 
> from my brother-in-law, which 
alarms me exceedingly. He requeſts 


to find me alone, and at home to- 


morrow evening. Good God ! what 
can he have to impart to me at this 
juncture? I ſaw him very lately; he 
then indeed appeared very much em- 
barrafſed—if it is upon the ſubject of 
his brother — perhaps he has ſome pro- 

LD poſitions 
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politions—it is a reconciliation !—Ah, 


rather—] would ſooner ſuffer death, than 


be ſnatched from the arms of the man 


I love, to groan under rae intolerable 
load of a repeated tyranny. 1 have 


been already too much his victim. I 
will ſhun him for ever. Neither 


Prayers,, threats, or promiſes, ſhall 


make me renounce the reſolutions I 
have taken, With what aſpe& could I 
behold that barbarous man.! I could 
not ſupport his preſence. Why did 
my filial duties fiience my feelings, 


through the tear of offending my father ol 


Twas this fatal error, this. fear, this 
timidity of my tender age, which forced 
me to the altar, where, tremblingly, I 
was ſworn. to love him whom my 
heart deteſted. This diſcovery hurt 
. his 
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his pride, and has been the cauſe of 
all his cruelty, Sure of having no part 
in my affections, I became the ſport of 
his brutality, violence, and guſts of 
paſſion. - This ſavage tyrant has been 
as much the torment of my life, as 
thou haſt been, myOrmſby, the charm ;, 


and ſince I love you, I dread his ma- 


chinations. I reſpe& him, however, 


too much to publiſh my misfortunes. 


Whatever may be the ſentiments of the 
world, I will not juſtify myſelf at his 
expence ; but I am determined never 
to live with him again. No, I will not 
quit the beſt of relations. This letter 
has filled my foul with melancholy; 
even find myſelf attacked with a cruel 
fever. I forgot to mention, that I ſuſ- 

EVO pet 
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pect he has had ſome ſecret conferences 
with my uncle. Thus circumſtanced, 
I have great need of repoſing my fears 
and diſquietudes in the boſom of my 
Ormſby. To-morrow I will give you 
what will reſult from this intended in- 
terview. Till then, Adieu. 
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4LETTERLAVL 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſby. 


HAT a painful ſc-ne have 1 

juſt experienced! My fears. 

were but too well founded; my pre- 
ſentiment has not deceived. me in this: 


inſtance. 


The firſt object which ſtruck my 
view was my. perſeeutor, who. ſolicits. 
that I would ſwear to love him, and: 
yet. purſues every meaſuze to make me 


| kate him more and. more. 


My 
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My God ! what an interview ! what: 
terror I ſuffered in the idea J was again 

in his power! I ſaw myſelf torn from. 
my Ormſhy for even! I fainted away at 
his feet. I no ſooner opened my eyes, 
| than 1 ſaw the Viſcount at mine; my 
hands faſt lockt in his—l gave a ſhriek, 
and withdrew my . terrified to- 


death. 


« Your Ladyſhip appears frightened: 
in ſeeing your huſband at your fret. 
Lady Beaumont, I acknowledge, tis 
my fault, ſo it is alſo my torment, I 
have perſecuted you; my paſſion, driven 
| to def) pair, has made me cruel, Your 
indifference has been the ſource of all. 
my ſhocking proceedings; your amia- 

Le ne e OY OL OR 
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ble temper, your virtues, will ſhield you 
in future from my ſuſpicions. and jea- 
louſy. Your loſs I have regretted every 
day of my life, and I feel 1 love you 
more than ever. I crave your pardon 
for the paſt 3 return to my houſe, which 
has been lang deprived of its miſtreſs, 

and you will make me happy. I ſhall. 

ſet out in a. few days; and I rely on. 

your acquieſcence,” 


Theſe words gave me courage to ad- 
dreſs him with a 


6 Ne, my Lord, 1 cannot think of 
returning to your houſe. | Your in- 
tentions demand my gratitude, and I 
can forget the 1 injuries you have done; 
but I am reſolved not to loſe the tran- 


quillity 
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quillity I enjoy under the roof and 


protection of my uncle. Our characters 
are as different as fire and water; we 
can therefore only make each other 
wretched; reaſon, prudence, and ex- 
perience, have diſunited us for the veſt: 
of our lives.” 1 


He interrupted me with impetuoſity, 
accompanied with a terrible look. 

J know, Lady Beaumont, yes, F 
know the cauſe of your refuſal. I am 
not ignorant of the motives—l am bet- 
ter informed than you imagine. If 1 
ſimulated at firſt, it was out of: a:res 
gard for you, as I was not willing to 
make public a circumſtance. fo. diſho- 
| nourable 


88 COLONEL ORMSBY. 


nourable for us both. Let me now tell ; 
you, that you have forfeited all pre- 
tenſions of complaint. Although I love 
you, remember yuu are unworthy my 
eſteem and conſideration, ner ſhall you 
remain. many hours before you feel the 
vengeance of. an injured huſband.” 


He abruptly quitted the room, and 
his brother followed; who had made 
ſeveral efforts to appeaſe him, but in 
vain. I bitterly reproached him for 
having introduced his brother into my 
uncle's houſe. He replied, that he had 
conjured him with tears in his eyes, to 
procure a fight of you; that his con- 
trition and unhappy paſſion forced him 
to yield to his intreaties. (His brother 

is 
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is a reputable character, but is eaſily 
led into any meaſures.) My anſwer was, 
“Sir, the horrid abuſe of your bro- 
ther's power has broken down the barrier 
between us: he has not the leaſt claim 
to my affection; and I believe I am 
diſcharging my duty to heaven in for- 
giving the tyrant by lying his tyranny.“ 
He took his leave with concern and 
aſtoniſhment. In this conflict I find 
ſome conſolation, in aſſuring the man 
my heart has choſen, that I ſhould think 
myſelf highly criminal to betray him; 
rely on my continuing your ever faith- 
ful and aſſectionate 
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are ſacrificed to human policy! Power 
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The Anſwer, | 


* 

\ Thou courageous and unfortu- 
date Lady, although thou art the 
moſt beloved of thy ſex b Haſt thou, 
my deareſt woman, reſiſted againſt in- 
treaties and menaces of that ſavage 


ho would tear thee from thy Ormſby? 


Do not repent of this generous effort: 
love will be a ſure protector. In ſpite- 
of all his bar barity, he cannot divide 
our ſouls, whatever he may our perſons. 
O ſevere legiſlation! ſource of eternal. 
prejudices, fetters. and misfortunes !* 
under her ſanction, nature and ſentiment: 


and. 
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and ambition are tyrants, who reduce 

every thing to one vulgar ſtandard ; 
who authoriſe a father to facrifice the 
happineſs of his child. Dear Eloiſa! 
you have been that victim; neverthe- 
teſs, you have beſtowed your heart on 
me, and I will protect it againſt the 
vnited power of the univerſe, | 


Let the Vifcount take care how he 
breaks the link which holds us: his 
life or mine ſhall pay the forfeit. I an 
a prey to all the horrors accompanying 
the fear of losing you. But if you 
love me, I ſhall fill be happy—This 
happineſs is independent of heaven, 
earth, and all the ſtorms of fate. 


Billet 
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Billet From Lady Beaumont. 


NOLONEL Ormfby, what is this 
that I am juſt told? Laſt night! 


—at the very hour you left me—the 
claſhing of ſwords was heard--Heavens t 


The fright diſtracts me—Write, ſpeak, 
I muſt be informed 
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Billet from Colonel Ormsby, 


To Lady Beaumont. 


H E rencounter laſt night has 
nothing in it that is alarming; 
and ſince my Eloiſa will be informed, 
1 muſt tell her, that ſoon after I had 
left her, I was ſtopt by a man, who 
ordered me to draw my ſword, I im- 
mediately put myſelf upon my guard, 
and the claſhing of our weapons drew 
ſeveral to my aſſiſtance. *Twas in vain 
I could perſuade them to withdraw, 
which induced my adverſary to difap- 
pear in an inſtant, It appears to be 
ſome 
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fome gentleman, who, perceiving his 
error, was afraid of being known. 
This, my Eloiſa, is the whole hiſtory 
of what has ſo frightened you. Be 
compoſed, my adorable miſtreſs; for 
while my life is dear to you, I ſhall 
never want courage to defend it upon 
all occaſions, FP 


Billet 
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Billet from Lady Beaumont, 


To Colonel Ormsby. 


QEVERAL days are elapſed with- 
out ſeeing you, My uneaſineſs 
becomes extremely painful. What is 
all this myſtery ? Ke <xplicit. | My 
imagination pars we to the rack—do 
not deceive 1, V rie—TFam a prey 
to every chic alarming and terrible. 


FRY: 
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LETTER LXVIL 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſty. 


A H cruel Man! I have this mo- 
ment learnt your dangerous ſi- 
tuation. I have been minutely informed 
of your duel with the Viſcount, and 
that you have been dangerouſly wound- 
ed. Iam mad diſtractedly mad. If you 
fall a victim to his furious jealouſy and 
malice, I will not ſurvive the diſgrace. 
'Tis I who have been the cauſe of this 
unfortunate rencounter. Without me, 
you had been happy. Tis your Eloiſa 
1 who 
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#ho has been your aſſaſſin. In a few 
minutes I will follow this note; for 
neither the Viſcount, nor circumſtance, 

nor the perils which ſurround me, 
ſhall ſtop me from ſceing you have 


not as yet ftrength to crawl to my 
carriage, 


Vor. I]. 8 L 
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LETTER LXVII. 
Colonel Orm/by 70 Lady meas: 


| A Million of thanks to the ny 
| of the Viſcount, who has pro- 
cured me the immenſe happineſs of 
ſeeing your kind folicitude for my re- 
covery. Never did J taſte a more ex- 
alted, a more ſenſible pleaſure. I ſaw 
your bewitching eyes bathed in tears 
I ſaw your great ſenſibility I ſaw your 
matchleſs tenderneſs. My God ! what 
ſupreme felicity have I not experienced 
in this inſtance of your affection. 1 
am loſt in wonder and admiration, 
| | The 
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The dangers which threatened me are 


now no more; to you I owe this unex- 


pected revolution, Adieu! My love 


is unbounded, and ſo is my reſpect, 
admiration, and eſteem. 


ORMSBY. 


Ee I. E F. 
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LETTER EXIX. 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſby. 


HAT my Ormſby may not catch 

my melancholy, I will avoid 
every diſagreeable ſubject. Although 
1] am not as yet recovered from the 
Mock of ſeeing the Viſcount, and ſtill 
ignorant of the meaſures he purpoſes 
purſuing, yet I cannot refrain from 
ſcribbling to the man I love. It is now 
three in the morning; I can find no 
reſt, IJ have even ſome ſecret whiſper- 
| ing 
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ing which tells me—l fear to loſe a 
ſingle inſtant to aſſure you, that I have 
for you all the ardour and affection 
which your virtues, your talents, your 
conſtancy can inſpire. Adieu! 


U 
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LETTER LXX 


Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormsby, 


\ Letire de cacbet; an order from 
the king-—-I ſhall never ſee 
thee more! Oh, God! all then is 
over !—what crime have 1 done—pity 
thy Eloiſa—take care of thy precious 
health—reſpect the age of the Viſcount, 
or thou wilt loſe all, Eloiſa is going 
to be dragged hence—where ? To what 
place ?--I know not; but, my Ormſby, 
my inviolable attachment and my in- 
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tegrity will follow me, be it to a priſon 
or a deſert. I have all thy letters; thy 
portrait 
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portrait alſo; theſe are all my treaſures 
which affect me, and theſe are all „ 
hall poſſeſs in future, I give up wil- 
lirgly the reſt--They will ſcarcely allow 
me to diſpatch two lines my pertur— 
bation, my tears — When my Ormſby 
receives. this Barbarous tyrant! I for- 
give thee every inſult, every violence, 
ſhou!dſt thou not moleſt the man 1 
adore. Adieu; live to love thy poor 
Eloiſa. Adieu! cruel word—“ tis, per- 
haps, the Jaſt I ſhall ever write thee 
Near Ormſby ! I cannot ſurvive the 
misfortune of being torn from thee— 
But I will ſtudy to preſerve my 
wretched exiſtence for thy ſake—PFare- 
well! 5 
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1 E Ax 
Colonel Ormfby to Mr, Neville. 


'H what a cruel reverſe of fortune ! 
deplore with me thoſe deteſtable 
Jaws, which break down and annihi— 


late ſentiment, friendſhip, and love. 


Lady Beaumont is torn from her friends; 
and thy friend is robbed of the object 
he adored. My poor Eioiſa is already 
immured in ſome obſcure convent— 
She has been gone theſe eight days. 
This horrid affliction has deprived me 


of the power to put pen to paper. I 


have been petrified with grief; my 
eyes 
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eyes have refuſed their accuſtomed 
office; my deſpair brought on a deplo- 
rable inſenſibility. I. was reſtored to 
my ſenſes, but to give way to all the 
fury of my juſt indignation, That 
unrelenting ſavage has .torn . her from 
me. She is loſt to ſocigty, and doom'd 
to lament in ſolitude the loſs of a lover, 
who does not wiſh. to breathe but for 
his Eloiſa, When this furious tyger 
attacked me, ſword in hand, why had 
he not found the way to have lain me 
dead at his feet? Why was he deprived 
of the ſweet revenge of beholding my 
laſt..convulfive gaſp ? Why am I fared. 
itll. to live ? What do I fay ? I do nat 
live—=I am deprived of my Eloiſa—! 
am a loſt undone wretch, expiring in 
all che agonies of deſpair and diſtrac- 

F 3 ton. 
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tion. This is the meditated revenge 
of that infernal Counteſs Dubois. 
Tis certainly her machination She 
bas, no doubt, repreſented our affec- 
tions as criminal--Monſter of iniquity ! 
under the ſpecious maſk of candour 
and hypocriſy, ſhe. conceals a ſou} diſ- 
poled for every ſpecies of cruelty. Her 
perſonal allurements, united to a maſ- 
terly addreſs, command our paſſions, 
and blind our reaſon. I ſhudder, when 
J think I could be attached to a mind 
like her's : and that it has been in her 
power to bring- ſuch a load of unme- 
rited woes upon the devoted head of 
that angelic creature, Lady Beau- 
mont! 


My 
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My ſituation is really deplorable. 1 
dare not eſpouſe the cauſe of my Eloĩſa. 
Were I to follow the dictates of my 
heart, I ſhould add to the weight of 
her afflictions; for thoſe with whom I 
live are too great adepts in deception: 
to diſcountenance popular prejudices, 
or to take from the vicious the plea- 
ſure of ruining the reputation of ſup2- 
rior characters. Oh, Neville, Neville !. 

what a degenerate world is this! Since 

1 have been deprived of that lovely 

creature, I fee all its vices in: their. 
proper point of view. | 


Eloifa ! name for ever ſacred ;, my. 
paſſion increaſes with my miſery, My 
God! what will become of me? My 

F 6 letters 
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letters will never more find their way; 
I write, however, and will write on: 
eternally. Some, perhaps, may reach. 
her peruſal, by ſome accident or other. 
The idea will keep me alive. Try all 
your friends at court; for ſome muſt 
know the ſecret of her reſidence, I 
will find her out, or die in the attempt. 
Dear Neville, you are eſteemed by the 
Viſcount; be the advocate of ſuffering. 
merit; reduce this deſpot to the ſtand- 
ard of common ſenſe and reaſon. Let 
me graſp at ſome ray of hope; and let 
it be added to the numberleſs obliga- 
tions I owe you. If there be any ſym- 
pathizing ſouls in the world, the vir- 
tuous ſuffering Eloifa will find protec- 
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tors. Call up all your powers of per- 
ſuaſion; remember the tears, the ter- 
rors of two fond and faithful lovers, 
and be to us both the god of friend- 
chip. 8 | | 


LEY 
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I. 
The Counteſs Dubois to Colonel Ormfby. 


NDEED, Colonel Ormſby ! I am 
not ſufficiently accuſtomed to the 
ſudden attacks of ſuch a ſprightly and 
enterpriling a commander. I am 
mortally wounded with your bitter re- 
proaches ;. you are irighttully pathetic ;. 
and ſhould it continue, you will cer- 
tainly give me the hyſteries. Tou 
don't know, I preſurne, that I have the 
worſt nerves in the world; you ought 
to know they are in the neighbourhood 
of the heart: and yet, cruel man, you 
aſſault 
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aſſault me with ſuch a woful counte- 
nance, that I am become the martyr 
of my too great ſenſibility. I am wons 
derfully out of ſpirits ſince I have read 
the hiſtory of your loſing your mil- 
treſs; but, Colonel Ormſby, it is not 
decent that ] ſhould become her victim. 
You accuſe me of being the principal 
cauſe of perſuading the Viſcount to be | 
reconciled to his Lady. How could 
you think me capable to bear the ſhock. 
of ſuch an imputation ? The Counteſs. 
Dubois, not to reſpe& your paſſionate 
amours | Could ſhe rob you of a dar- 
ling miſtreſs? For heaven's ſake, be 
more reaſonable. How can I help it, 
Colonel, if you adore a woman who 
has a huſband jealous, and of a chole- 
tic diſpoſition? *Tis true, that he is a 
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little haſty; he may not be the moſt. 
divine man breathing; and his man- 
ner of making love, not the moſt. 


| agreeable in the world. But am ] to 


be reſponſible for this novel mode of, 


making his Lady return paſſion for 


paſſion ? When theſe vile huſbands once 
take it ill that their wives ſhould have 
lovers, 'tis impoſſible to make them 
hear reaſon. What would you have 


me do? I ought, no doubt, to cry. 
my. eyes out for the hard, dreadful 


hard fate, of theſe lovely udfortunates, 


who are ſo unreaſonably perſecuted. 


You. will have it, I find, that I re- : 
ceived the Hubby in ſecret ! this is ra- 
ther a lucky 1dea, *Twill. prove, at 


leaſt, I have diſcretion, He came, 


law, 
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ſaw, and conquered like Cæſar; and 
ſuch is my uncommon. caprice, IL was 


| highly amuſed with his animated de- 
clamation, and the wild tranſports of 


One day, when he 


his being a 
was upon the high ropes of a tragical 
rant (which by the bye became him 
wonderfully), be concluded by a new 
oath, he would ſhut up the obdurate 


Fair-one among the celeſtials of a 


certain Abbey. As he ſwore by a place 
as ſacred as the Styx, I dared not to 
interpoſe; and in a plaintive tone of 
voice, I deplored the unhappy fate of 
his all-accompliſhed, and nonpareil of 
a wife, What would you have me do 
more? would you have me hang my- 
ſelf for ſach a cataſtrophe? I confeſs, 

. however, 
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however, that I think it muſt furiouſly 
diſconcert your plan of operations: 
but, in the expreſſive phraſe, I faut 
prendre patience, cher Ormſoy | 


Do you know that, after all, your 
ſituation has, in one point of view, 
a wondrous advantage ? If Lady B. 
had been upon the ſpot, you would 
have been too familiar with the rays 
of her beauty; ſhe would of conſe- 
quence become leſs intereſting 3 but 
this revolution embellithes her features, 
and keeps alive your feelings, A 
Lady is never more beautiful, than 
when ſhe is ſeen in the perſpeCtive ; 
the imagination is then inflamed ; and 
we diſcover myriads of charms an 
raptures poſitively new, and wonder-. 
fully 
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fully attractive. Beſides, a little gricf 
is inexpreſſibly becoming, nay, in- 
chanting: for by this charming auxi- 
liary we acquire a fort of lantuiſh- 
ing ſenſations which are propitious to 
coquetry, and add a grace to beauty 
that is verging to the unlucky fide 
of thirty, There is another circum— 
ſtance attending it, of very great con- 
ſolation to our vanity. A Lady, thus 
ſituated, becomes the topic of all 
converſations ; ſome interiorly envy her 
fate, and yet cenſure her with. a be- 


coming freedom; others ar2 ſatisfied 


to think ſhe has been driven to acts 
of deſperation ; her rivals will enu- 
merate her foibles ; her favourites will 
extol her charms ; every. one talks 


after his own manner: in a word, 


Colonel, 
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Colonel, when things are driven to 
extremities, I find a Convent a very 
comfortable proviſion, Be conſoled, 
Sir, at leaſt do not write me any more 
of your deadly, diſmal epiſtles; theſe 
lamentations are too powerful for my 

poor unguarded ſympathizing heart 
they may perhaps deprive me of my 
ſenſes. In a word, if you do not 
change your ſtile, I muſt ſubje&t my- 
ſelf 10 the painful denial of not read- 
ing them: and you are very ſenſible, 
that it would be a moſt terrible pri- 
vation. | 


L.E.T=- 
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LETTER: 11 


Mr. Neville to Colonel Ormſby. 


AM determined to avoid the lan- 


guage of reprehenſion. I will no 
longer argue againſt your unhappy 


paſſion. Lady Beaumont's ſituation is 
ſtill more deplorable than yours. *Tis 


done; and while you are both ſo miſer- 
able, I muſt participate in your misfor- 
tunes. You may rely on my moving 
heaven and earth to ſerve you both. 


| You know I have long time given up 
all communication with perſons in place 


and power : nevertheleſs, I ſtill believe 
| „„ I can 
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I can render you ſome little ſervices ; 
and for that purpoſe I have already 
written to a Lady whoſe amiable cha- 
racter and intereſt may poſſibly revoke 
the Lelire de cachet; or if the Viſcount 
ſhould bave the -leaſt pretenſions to 
humaniry, I may contribute to your 
future felicity. | 


What ſay you now to my former 
piedictions? Were I not friendly in my 
endeavours to draw off your attention 
to another object? But I will not give 
way to ſuch reflexions. Your misfor- 
tunes have ſo far impoiſoned my uſual 
chearfulneſs and contentment, that T 
am no longer pleaſed with the flowers 
which decorate my gardens and fields. 

| I find 
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I find no charms in my ſhady walks 
and improvements. I have philoſophy 

to bear up againſt the attendants of 
an inevitable fatality; but my heart is 
ever open to the misfortunes of a friend. 
Rely on my endeavours to make you 
happy. 


NEVILLE. 


LE T- 
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LETTER rr. 


Madame St, Alban, to Colonel Ormsly. 


F\ELL me, Sir, what is become 
of my unhappy friend, the 
perſecuted Lady Beaumont ? The re- 
port of a Lettre de cachet has found 


its way into our neighbourhood ; and 


each has his manner of narrating. 


Some are advocates for her ladyſhip, 


others for the huſband; and theſe 


ſeem to rejoice in having ſo plauſible 


a prerext for murdering her reputa- 
tion. I combat all their prejudices 
yet I find more proſelytes in my tears, 

| than 
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than in the reaſons I adduce for her 
exculpation. I cannot bear the inſult- 
ing laugh at her misfortunes. Good 
God! how fond is the world of ſlander 
and calumny ! appearances, which throw 
a cloud over her virtues, will, I hope, 
be ſoon. diffipated, and then I ſhall 
| have the occaſion of humbling ſome of 
her moſt inveterate flanderers. You 
ſce, my dear Sir, how we are blinded 
by ill-natute and envy; and that one 
falſe ſtep often renders us the ſport 
of thoſe who confound error for vice, 
misfortune for crime. With a malicious 
fneer they extol her perſonal charms, 
and with a But rob her of her virtue. 
How can | find means to write to my 
diſtreſſed friend ! Without doubt, the 
moſt rigarous orders are given to {top 
. G hier 
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her letters : bot what can be oppoſed 
to the addreſs and un wearied aſſiduity 
of a man who adores her, from finding 
out ſome expedient? If you ſucceed in 
your inquiries, be ſo kind as to be the 
interpreter of what J ſuffer for her ſake; 
tell her, that, notwithſtanding the ma- 
levolence of her enemies, I love her as 
cordially as ever; and that my eſteem 
is by no means diminithed by her recent 
misfortunes. I know the purity of her 
ſentiments—-I know her virtues ;—-[ 
know the greatneſs of her ſoul—I know 
her extreme ſenſibility. | Theſe uncom- 
mon qualities render our friendſhip but 
the more ſacred, fince ſhe has been ſo 
wantonly perſecuted. Would to God 
I could find any way to her retreat; 

partake of her ſolitude: her tears; 
7 her 
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her feelings; that I might demonſtrate, 


by the moſt affectionate and unwearied 
attentions, that an unfortunate woman 
can ſtill retain a friend. I glory in 


being hers z deny me not therefore the 


pleaſure of hearing from her the mo- 
ment it is in your power. With the 
oreateſt impatience, I wait your an- 
ſwer. I have loſt my appetite by fret- 


ting; I cannot ſleep for thinking that 


my Eloiſa is abandoned, ſeparated from 


the man ſhe loves, buried alive in a 
cloiſter, and there condemned to de- 
plore the loſs of her liberty, with 
every thing that is dear to her under 


heaven. 
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LETTER Ixxy. 


Mr. Neville, to the Viſcount Beaumont. 


Mx Loxy, 


1 U may be very much ſurpriſed. 
in the liberty I take of addreſſing 
you at this juncture ; but I requeſt 


you will indulge me ſo far as to read it 
to the end; and if it ſhould not merit 
your attention, I ſhall be very ſorry to 


have given you the trouble of a 
_ peruſal, 


You 


5 — — ay Ag 
— — — 


tt 
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You know, my Lord, that I have 
known Lady Beaumont from her ten- 
dereſt infancy; that I was very inti- 


mate with her father; and from this 


connexion I enjoyed the pleaſures of 
having cultivated a mind ſo uncom- 
monly liberal and penetrating. I loved 
her as if ſhe had been my daughter. 


After her marriage, you preſſed my 


vilits; and you muſt remember that I 
frequently opened your eyes to many 
of her good qualities. I ſoon ſaw, 


with concern, the oppoſition in your 


tempers and ſentiments; you fre- 
quently treated her too harſhly, which 
ended in your being ſenſible of the in- 
jury you did her. At laſt you have 
fallen upon a violent meaſure ; but he 

GS: + who 
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who ſeeks to repair a fault, my Lord, 


is no longer guilty 3 and the evil which 
forces the bluſh into our faces, is a 
precious leſſon to be turned to the 
profit of virtue. In whatever manner 


you may be induced to conſider this 


procedure of my writing, a moment's 
reflexion muſt convince you, that a 
diſintereſted country gentleman, far from 
relations, family intereſts, or family 
cabals, who becomes the profeſſed ad- 


vocate for Lady Beaumont, can be 


nothing leſs than your friend: it is under 
this title I addreſs you; it is to this 


title that you ought to attribute the 
motives of my preſent conduct. 


1 have juſt learnt, my Lord, that 
you have cauſed your Lady to be con- 
fined 
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fined in a Convent. In the name of 
friendſhip, let me aſk you her crime ? 
Paſſion, no doubt, has an anſwer 
ready; bur *cis from your reaſyn alone I 
requeſt the ſolution of my queſtion. 
A marriage has united you; here is 
your misfortune as well as her's : this 
marriage has impoſed duties which ſhe 
has inviolably kept; this marriage 1m- 
poles many fſacrificez=She has made 
them. But you require things impoſ- 
| ible; you will inſiſt upon her loving 
you! For God's fake, my Lord, be 
not ſo unjull. Is it in our power to 
command that paſſion? Will authority 
call it into exiſtence? Who can change 
his nature? All you can expect from 
Lady B. is the preſervation of her 
virtue. The great diſproportion of 

5 G4 your 
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your ages neceſſarily excludes ſympa- 
thy, Lady B. confiders you as a guide, 
who is to conduct her ſafe from thoſe 
rocks and precipices which fall in the 


way of the young and unexperienced ; 


and to give her the clue of that laby- 
rinth in which ſhe embarked her future 
happineſs : ſuch a guide would infure 
her gratitude ; ſhe would have confi- 
dered him as her friend, guardian} and 
protetor—-But what can ſhe think 


nov, if you perſevere in forcing her to 
make ſacrifices, which in the nature of 


things are impracticable ? 


When unthinking parents barter the 
happineſs of their children to ſordid or 
ambitious views, what can they ex- 
pe& but diſgrace, miſery, and diſap- 


pointment 2 
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pointment ? Society, from this ſource, 
is filled with huſbands and wives who 
mortally hate each other; their off- 
ſpring are of courſe neglected, and 
home becomes a deteſted priſon. 


But to return to Lady Beaumont. 
Although you have watched her con- 
duct with a jealous eye, have you ever 
diſcovered even a ſhadow of infidelity ? 
Ceaſe then, my Lord, your unjuſt per- 
ſecutions. You conſented to an act of 
ſeparation ; ſhe has lived with an uncle 
in a manner irreproachable; and yet 
from this aſylum you have taken her 
to plunge her into an ocean of ſorrow 
and miſery. You have, no doubt, given 
ear to ſlander; you have ſuffered your- 
ſelf to be infected with ſuſpicions; and, 
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without any other proof, you diſgrace, 
impriſon, and diſhonour ſuch a woman 
as Lady Beaumont ! 


The moment you give way to cool 
reflexion, you will not forgive yourſelf 
for ſuch abuſe of your power, Be yourſelf 
again, my Lord; reſtore your Lady to 
her liberty, and wipe away the ſhade 
you have thrown upon her reputation; 
if you do not, you will ſoon be fol- 
lowed by remorſe, which will prey 
upon your vitals, and blaſt your peace 
of mind. Do juſtice to your Lady's 
honour ;z and who knows the impreſſion 
fuch a procedure may have upon her 
feelings? Can you ſuffer her to languiſh 
and pine away with grief and melan- 

| cCholy. 
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choly, in a ſtate of diſhonour ? Is it 
there you have prepared her tomb, even 
while living? ſurely noz you are more 
humane than to peruſt in ſuch a flagt- 
tious procedure: and I feel, by theſe 
tears which eſcape me, that you will 
allo be equally affected. 
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„ RL IXXVL 
The Viſcount Beaumont, 


To Mr. Neuwulc.. 


1 


[4 


2 


I R, 


| Cannot but approve of your ſen- 
timents, and your zeal in defence 
of Lacy B. I am diſpoſed to do her 
juſtice in acknowledging, that I ftill 
retain the higheſt ſenſe of her virtue : 
perhaps it is my unhappy temper, to 
which I owe all my misfortunes and 
my injuſtice. I love Lady Beaumont; 
and yet I know ſhe mortally hates 


me. 
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me. — She does not think of me but 


ith horror; fill I feel for her ſuf- 


ferings. T am at times refolved to 


reſtore her to her uſual tranquillity 


but I cannot bear the idea of her 


having at her feet any other man than 
her huſband. She tnakes me miſerable 
—] curſe the hour I ſaw her exe- 
crate my. rival—to puniſh him, I am 
compelled to adopt theſe violent mea- 


ſures. While he lives, I cannot change 
or recede from my reſolution already 


nut into execution. 


L E T- 
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LETTER Ii. 
Colonel Ormsby to Mr. Neville. 


Moment of regret, joy, grief, 

and delight! 1 have ſeen my 
Eloiſa yes, my dear friend, I have 
ſeen her; and my eyes have been 
faſtened on that divine creature, in 
ſpite of iron gratings, locks, bars, 
bolts, moats and drawbridges! Love 
has found its enamoured object. 


In a fit of deſpair, I left the capi- 
tal, with the romantic idea of viſit- 
ing every convent in the kingdom. I 
was not above ſixty miles from Paris, 

before 
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before I diſcovered a country that 
ſuited my melancholy ; a country as 
ſavage as my mind. I left my ſervant 
at the inn, and I wandered about as 
one forlorn and abandoned by the 
whole world. I had not gone far, be- 
fore I ſaw to my right a vaſt ro- 
mantic foreſt, on the other ſide a 
ridge of barren hills, with ſcarce a 
ſhrub or tree to be ſeen. The whole 
horizon which the eye could take in, 
pre:ented nothing but what was wo- 
fully wretched and deſolate. The dif- 
order of my mind accorded with this 
immenſe dreary waſte. The day was 
far advanced, when all of a ſudden 
the ſky began to lowr, a furious 
wind ſprung up, and an approaching 
ſtorm rouſed me from my lethargy. 

I ſought 
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I ſought for ſhelter; and the firſt 
object which caught mine eye was a 
large caſtle, towards which ! inclined 
my footſteps, leſt I ſhould be over- 
taken by darkneſs and the coming 
tempeſt, which was gathering in from 
cvery quarter. 1 ſtopt ſhort of this 
antique building; and as ſoon as I 
had contemplated its walls, its vanes, 
&c. I diſcovered. it to be a convent. 
A gleam of hope, as if. by inſpiration, 
ſhot acroſs my imagination; and my 
fond heart ſuggeſted the idea, that: 
this might be the priſon of. my long 
loſt Eloiſa. Perhaps, I exclaimed, ſhe 
is this moment thinking on her forlorn 
Ormſby. Little does ſhe think. I am 
ſo near her; and while ſo. ſhort. an 
interval is between us, ſhe may. de- 
| Plore 
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plore the many miles of our ſuppoſed 
ſeparation. O prelentiment of love! 
whiſper in her fond ear that her ever- 


faithful lover is wandering about her 


manſion. 


Thus abforbed in the dear idea, I 
ſaw a country-man paſs the draw- 
bridge, ſinging as he went; and by 


his dreſs and implements, I did not 


doubt but he was the gardener of 
the convent. | followed him at fome 
diſtance, approaching a little cottage, 
where there was a young woman 
ſpinning at the door, with a little child 


playing by her ſide. She no ſooner 
{pied the gardener, than ſhe ran out 
to meet him; the child flew into his 
arms; he kiſſes them both, and re- 

turns 
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turns delighted to his cabbin after the 
fatigues of the day. © They love each 
other; they enjoy the bleſſings of 
heart-felt pleaſure and rural content ; 
their innocence and induſtry inſure 
them health and a peaceable habita- 
tion — And Lady Beaumont! — and 


13 


At theſe words, I thought I was 
near enough to be overheard, I re- 
tired, although I nau a ſtrong deſire 
to approach the place, The unhappy, 
I believe, contract inſenſibly a ſhyneſs 
in their manner; they burn to ſpeak 
their woes, and yet they tremble leſt 
any one ſhould divine them. In this 
ſtate of diſtraction, I ſoon found my- 
{elf at the entrance of the foreſt. 


Night 
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Night was advancing rapidly upon me, 
and every thing was preſently hid in 
darkneſs. The ſilence which prevailed 
around me, the ſavageneſs of the 
place, the riſk I ran in expoſing my- 


ſelf without any weapon of defence; 
yet nothing could induce me to quit 


my then ſituation. I paſſed this night 
in a condition more dead than alive. 
My wandering feet reconducted me 
within a little ſpace of the convent ; 
I ftill rambled on, loſt in the pro- 
foundeſt reveries of my Eloiſa, till the 
air was filled with the ſound of a 
death-bell, 1 was then truck with 
the horror of my ſituation. A cold 


ſweat ſeized upon my whole frame; 


I thought I ſhould have expired upon 


the ſpot. My tortured imagination 


preſented 


140 COLONEL ORMSBY, 


preſented Lady Beaumont as at the 
laſt gaſp; with terror I approached 
this ſolitary abode, conducted by the 
ſound of that doleful meſſenger of 
death. 1 at laſt tottered againſt its 
walls; I bathed them with my tears 
—]T thought I was proftrate at her 
tomb, and paying her my laſt obſe- 
quies, In this poſition I paſſed the 
reſt of the night. Day-break again 
diſcovered the lonely cottage; and the 
ſame man goes out of it, and meets 
me in the road. My hair was diſhe- 
velled ; my looks wild and hagged; 
a deathly paleneſs overſpread my whole 
countenance; and my cheeks, covered 
with tears, made ſuch an impreſſion 
upon this poor man, that he reſpect- 
fully n me, and aſked, if he 
could 
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could be of any ſervice to a gentleman 
who appeared to him to be in great 
diſtreſs. I made no ſcruple to reſerve 
the caution of calling Lady Beaumont 
my ſiſter, of mentioning her name, 
| who was forced againſt her will by 
| a ſevere and crue} huſband into a con- 
vent, and that I was ignorant“ Stop, 
Sir! Lady Beaumont! There is a 


gentle woman of that name in the 
abbcy you ſee yonder, Poor crea- 


ture! I hear ſhe cries day and night. 
Since J have been to work in the wil- 
derneſs, I have eſpied her ſeveral times 


through the hedges, carrying a little 
picture in her hand, talking, crying, 


and kiſſing it as though it was alive.” 


2. udge, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Judge, my dear Neville, my aſto- 
niſhment, my joy, my tranſports! 1 
embraced this honeſt labourer ; I called 
him my tutelar deity ; and told him, 
that he could indeed ſerve me, by re- 
ſtoring me to life and to my ſenſes. 
I implored him to favour a ſecret cor- 
reſpondence by letter ; that I would 
ſend mine under cover to him. He 
readily conſented to my propoſition ; 
and no ſooner had we interchanged 
names and places, than I aſſured him 
my purſe and fortune were at his 
command, 


« O, Sir, what is that you ſay ? do 
not ' propoſe any thing to me; if you 
do, you will take away all the plea- 
ſure I ſhall have in ſerving you.” 

e But, 
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« But, my worthy friend (for ſo 
I muſt now call you) before I quit 
this place, could I not procure a 
ſingle glance of her face at the win- 
dow ? If I can procure but one look, 
I ſhall be the happieſt of men.” 


He promiſed to uſe his beſt endea- 
vours, and adviſcd I would retire till 
the evening, for fear I ſhould be ſeen ; 
and before I left him, he pointed with 
his finger to the window of Lady 
Beaumont's apartment. 


I was ſcarce out of fight, before I 
met my fervant trembling, out of 
breath, ſeeking me in the foreſt ; and 
for his conſolation, I related to him 
by what accident I had diſcovered the 

; convent 
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convent where Fady Beaumont was 
concealed. 5 | 


With the moſt painful ſolicitude 1 
counted the tedious hours, when 1 
was to repair to the gardener ; and 
long before the hour arrived, I ſet out 
for his habitation. I ſoon ſaw him at 
ſome diſtance, making towards me, as 
he was burning to tell me the ſucceſs of 
his commiſſion. I was to ſee the lovely 
Eloiſa at her window about the cloſe 
of the evening. My eyes were eternally 
fixed upon the place where I was to 
ſce my beautiful and impriſoned mi- 
treſs. The leaſt noiſe made me trem- 
ble in every limb. I feared a diſcovery. 
I hoped, languiſhed, I was ready to 
expire; when at laſt I ſaw her, What 

a ſitu- 
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2 ſituation for two tender paſſionate 
lovers !—TI read volumes in her all- 
expreſſive eyes. She ſeemed as if ſhe 
would fling herſelf into my arms; I 
extended mine; I threw myſelf upon 
| my knees, while my ſtifled ſighs tound 
| their way to their lovely object, She 
anſwer'd them with ſobs. How beau- 
tiful, how affecting did ſhe not eppear ! 
Her grief gave ' new luſtre to her 
charms ! She retired, in making ſigns 
for me to remain. She ſoon appeared 
again, and threw me down a flip of 


paper with the following words : 


O God! is it thes my Ormlby !— 
I dare not believe my own eyes; my 
heart, however, aſſures me 'tis my 
Ormiby ! My joy is too great but fly, 
Vol. II. 3 my 
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my faithful lover! Thy danger, my 
reputation, thine alſo—fly—take my 
ſoul along with thee—Adieu 127 


I devoured this tender Billet with 
my kiſſes, I covered it with my tears. 
Pleaſure, grief, trouble, fear, all ſeix'd 
at once upon my heart. The bel! 
rings—my Eloiſa diſappears—and I re- 
mained as if annihilated. _ 

The inſtant J recovered the uſe of 
my limbs, I crawled to the gardener's 
cottage, His wife, Thereba, was ſen- 
ſibly affected with the agitation in 
which ſhe ſaw me. Their ſupper was 
ready; they begged I would accept 

their little pittance; I ſat down, and 
ſupped like a prince. Never did the 
: moſt 
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moſt ſplendid feaſt appear half ſo de- 


licious! I imagined I ſaw the golden 
age reſtored, and that I was ſupping 
with our primœval parents in paradiſe, 
Thereſa riſes from table the firſt 


takes the candle, and conducts me to 


the cradle, to ſee her babe as he ſlept. 
You muſt allow, Sir, that he is the 
moral of his father; and then ſhe kiſſed 


them both for the ſake of the reſem- 


blance. Dear Infant of my Guardian 


Angels, while I live, misfortune ſhall 


never diſturb thy future days. Bora in 
the boſom of candour and innocence, 


thou haſt a right to my Care and pro- 


tection, Sleep on, ſweet boy; from 
this day 1 ſhall conſider thee as my 
adopted ſon, Lady Beaumont and 1 

will never ſuffer thee to want a friend, 


H 2 I then 
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J then bent over the cradle; and white 
1 gave him a kiſs, ſlipt into it a purſe 


of twenty guineas. 


I am ſtill in the village of * * 1 


from hence I have written you this 
Torg epiſtle. I muſt quit this ſacred 


ground to-morrow, which rends my 
heart with grief. 


LET: 
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LETTER nm 


Jad) Beaumont to Coloned Or hide. 


a moment for us both ! I would 
that language could paint my ſweet 
agitation, the immenſity of my joy, 


the animated throbbings, thoſe delicious 


tears, which never have been ſhed but 


for my, Ormſby. My very fears be- 


came pleaſures! Believe thy love; 
theſe tender inſtances of thy atrach- 
ment will never be effaced from my 
memory. My heart is alive to thee, 


H“ I ſeen thee! my ſoul! what 


Hz even : 
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even under the load of my afflictions; 
I feel myſelf as if reſtored to my li- 
berty, has love thee to idolatry. 


Where art chow, my Ormſby ? In 
vain. I call thee,. ſince thou canſt no 
longer hear thy Eloiſa. Every inſtant. 
which runs on, every ſtep thou takeſt, 
thou art further and further removed 
from this gloomy habitation. *Twas 
but a little while, and thou waſt before 
e near thy fond miſtreſs !— 

Now alas !—Good God! a letter ſure 
from my Ormſby !—Yes, he does love 
me! and ſince I have been immured 
here, I feel my paſſion to increaſe more 
and more. I am now loſt to thee, to 
ſociety, and to the whole world. I paſs 
my days in a re-peruſal of thy kind 

epiſtles, 
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epiſtles, and pouring out my ſoul to 
thy dear reſemblance. Thy preſence 
has inchanted me ʒ the rage of jealouſy, 
the rigid vigilance of thoſe who watch 
my ſteps; nothing could take away 
the felicity- of ſeeing thee again. Thy 
guardian angel ſurely conducted thee 
hither ; a virtuous attachment, a union, 
ratified in heaven's. chancery, will ſooner 
or later have its due reward. Tlie Deity 
who has created this wondrous paſſion, 
does not judge his creatures by partial 
laws: and minds of a ſuperior claſs 
have a code of their own, independent 
of country, climate, the prejudices of 
education, or the received modes eſta- 
bliſned through ignorance or inhuma- 
nity. Let the world cenſure, nay, con- 
 H4: as 
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demn me, my integrity makes me. riſe 
ſuperior to the ſhafts of envy or de- 
traction. 


That good creature, the gardener, 
is become an object I conſider with 
much eſteem. From his mouth I have 
frequently the ſatisfaction of hearing 


thy eulogiums. 


* Ah! my Lady, what an amiable, 
generous, and tender-hearted gentle- 


[55 | 


man 1s your brother 


My brother, my friend, my lover !— 
thou art ſtill even more to me than all 
theſe dear relatives. I commend very 
much your precaution, in calling me 
your ſiſter; there is nothing mean or 

. cenſurable 
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cenſurable in 2 conduct, while the motive 
ennobles it ; and I ſhall always know 
| how to value this proof of your deli- 
cacy :—but this is not the firſt time I 


have diſcovered your reſpect for the 


woman you love: I think I have no 


fear of intruſting you with my honour, 


my reputation, and my happineſs.— 
Adleu! 
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LETTER LXXIX. 
Colonel Ormſby to Lady Beaumont: 


XI why was J forced to fly the 
place which retains all I value in 

lire? Here I am in the midſt of a 
croud, deſerted and alone, Their 1o- 
ciety is become burdenfome, becauſe 
they call off my attention from my 
lovely woman. What a continual tor- 
ment, to live with beings who have 
warce one idea, and inſenfible to all 
the refined delights of which my ſoul 
is 10 extremely ſuſceptible! *Twas un- 
der the humble rocf of that poor coun- 
try man, I taſted ſome inſtants of hap- 
pineſs; 
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pineſs but here I am again fallen a 
prey to a ſettled melancholy. Alas! 


| what will be the fate of her I fo ar- 


dently adore ? She weeps, and I cannot 
kiſs away her tears; ſhe ſighs, and I 
cannot conſole her in my arms! | loſe 
all patience, when I fee ſo many 
women rioting in irregular deſires, with 
countenances and manner which do not 
belye the inclinations of their hearts; 
while thou, who art all goodneis and 
gentleneſs, mult waſte thy youth and 


beauty in the ſolitude of a diſmal cloiſ- 


ter! But is there no expedient for 
breaking thy chains ? Nothing to coun- 
teract this crying injuſtice? O, my 


Eloiſa! I cannot bear the idea of 


ſeeing thee thus buried alive. I can 


brave every danger; a croud of ob- 
LI 6 -  Racles 
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ſtacles will not ſhake my reſolves. 1 
Will releaſe thee, my life, from thy 
perſecutor. We will then ſeek a coun- 
try where virtue is more reſpected 
we will once more enjoy the ſweet in- 
tercourſe of ſo divine a uniſon. The 
project tranſports me with joy--Say the 
word, and *tis done, I love to figure 
to myſelf thoſe places, where, under a 
ſerene and temperate ſky, among a 
people virtuous and humane, we may 
Paſs the reſt of our days in all the de- 
lights of a reciprocal, delicate, and re- 
fined love. | 


At prefent I am doomed to deplore 
thy loſs day and night; and my only 
conſolations are, to ſeek thee in the molt 
lon:ſome walks, which we have ſo often 
| traverſed 
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traverſed together: there I call upon 
my Eloiſa; there I ſearch for the traces 
of thy footſteps; there I carry with me 
the dear pledges of thy tenderneſs. 
Doſt thou not often turn thy ſweet 
pretty eyes towards the place where I 
worſhipped my divinity ? Doſt thon 
not let them wander towards that de- 
ſerted foreſt, where! paſſed the whole 
night? Doſt thou, my Eloiſa, feel, like 
me, all the horrors of our ſeparation. ? 
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LETTER £XXX, 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſiy. 


Y heart begins to fail me! my 
courage has at laſt abandoned 


me! This ſeparation becomes more 
and more painful. The door is per- 
haps ſhut upon me for ever! I ſce 
no end to- my tortures but with the 
loſs of ny life. Baniſhed thy pre- 
ſence, I am robbed of every conſo- 
lation. 


I have juſt read over thy laſt tender 
Billet-doux. Yes, my dear Orimſby, | 
| you 
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you merit that I adore you. Do nor 
forget to write to my ever-compal- 
ſionate St. Alban; I would gladly _ 
write ; but by multiplying my letters, 
J fear a diſcovery of our correſpon-- 
dence. Tell her the reaſons which 
force me to remain in filence. I know 
the goodneſs of her heart; ſhe will 
forgive the woman who loves, with- 
out ſuſpecting the ſincerity of her 
_ friendſhip. ou | 


]-write frequently to my uncle: he 
is the only perſon living that the 
Viſcount has ſuffered to addreſs me 
without his ſuperſcription. I divide 
my time with my lover, and this 
beſt of relations; and yet J have been 
taken from his houſe like a criminal! 

Where- 
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| Where-ever I turn my eyes, I perceive 
none but diſagreeable objects. My 
ſpirits are too much affected to hold 
my pen. Adieu! Take care of your 
health; if you wiſh to preſerve that 
of your unfortunate 


ELOISA, 
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LETTER Ann 


Governor Beaumont to Lady Beaumont. 


S my brother is going to write 


to the Abbeſs of your Convent, 
I have embraced the occaſion of tranſ- 
mitting you this under his cover, that 
it may come with more ſafety to your 
hands. Believe me, my dear Siſter, I 
feel exceedingly for your misfortune; 
and that I ſhall not neglect in any in- 


ſtance to ſerve you to the utmoſt of 


my ability, I love my Brother; but: 


my regard for him does not exclude 


that which I have for you. I pity 
you 
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you from. the bottom of my foul. 
Since your detention, I have not left 
your huſband, in hopes of obtaining 
your return to your uncle's. He is 
become a mere madman, He will 
liſten to nothing. He is weak enough 
to think, .that this violent conduct will 
force you to love him! Your uncle : 
has written to him ſeveral times; he 
has alſo received one from that worthy. 
man Mr. Neville. Both pledge them. 
ſelves to. prove your innocence, Some- 
times he execrates this act of violence 
—he is diſpoſed to accord your li- 
berty: but in a moment he names. 
a Colonel Ormſby; and becomes ſo fu- 
rious, that J tremble for his life. 


C6 8 ho- 
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«© She hates me, and yet I muſt 
feel for the pains her conduct and“ 
want of affection have brought upon 
her! Let her ſigh on in ſolitude; 
let her expire in tears; let her die 


curſing the author of her woes; — 
what do I care for her vittue? It is 
a return of affe&tion- that I would: 
have.— But why do I talk of her vir- 
tue? She loves another; and yet my 
vengeance has not ſtabbed thzm both 
with my own hands!“ 


A colour fluſhes in his face — he- 
trembles with paſſion — he foams at 
the mouth. — I endeavour to pacity: | 
him; he avoids me as a peſt; and: N 
for half a day together, no one dares 1 

approach his apartment. . 1 
. The 
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The only amuſement he takes 1s 
hunting; he affects to ride the moſt. 
ſpirited reſtive horſes. in his ſtable ; 
and he is the firſt for leaping a hedge, 
a. ditch, or galloping down a prect- 
pice. You ſee, my dear Lady, what 
a man is, when given up to his paſ- 
ſions. He loves you to diſtraction z. 
he is, if poſſtble, more unfortunate 
than yourſelf, He perſ:cutes the ob- 
ject he adores, and torments himſelf 
for his cruclty, The ſame ſenſibility 
which puts the Py in his hand, 
fils his foul with tenderneſs and com- 
paſſion: this latter ion | want 
to bring him to by degrees; and I 
have not a fear of the ſueceſs, if 
you would bring vourſelt to ſecond: 
BY endea vours. 


He 
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He has propoſed your return to his 
houſe ; will you conſent to this pro- 
poſition? If you will, I can obtain 
but every thing. In leſs than two 
days, you ſhall be your own miſtreſs g 
you will then appear in public with 
eclat, and ſlander will be put to ſilence. 
My dear Siſter, reflect maturely on the 
conſequences, if you perſiſt in your 
animoſity to a man on whom depends 
your very exiſtence. You are ſtill in 
all the bloom of your youth and 
beauty; would you deſtroy them both 
by a conduct which leaves you no- 
thing but fruitleſs tears, vexations, and 
regrets? The man on whom you have 
unfortunately beſtowed your affections, 
is young, impetuous, a lover of plea- 
ſure, one who by his rank and con- 

nexions 
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nexions is thrown into the vortex of 
diſſipation, vice and gallantry. How 
can you be aſſured, that his regrets for 

your abſence are not already ſubſided, 

by giving way to the ſeductions to 

which he 1s hourly expoſed ? Who 

knows that his career at court will 

not corrupt his heart, and make him 

pant after an eſtabliſhment which may 

gratify his pride, his vanity, at the 

expence of a romantic fruitleſs paſſion ? 

Do not think, my Lady, that I ſeek 

to frighten you ; but this I can al- 

ſure you, that it is currently reported, 

| that there 1s a marriage upon the 
| tapis between him and a young wi- 
dow, who is rich and of a diſtinguiſhed 
family. O, my Siſter ! ceaſe to make 
a god 
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2 god of the being who is but a man; 
a man, who is always within a hair's 
breadth of an infidelity. Pardon the 
freedom with which I write, for the 
| fake of my candour, my zeal and my 
| friendſhip. My brother has many 


faults, I confeſs; but you may cor- 
rect them in a great meaſure by your 


uſual ſweetneſs of temper, and uſual 
moderation. If you are determined to 
act in oppoſition to what I here ſo 
ardently recommend, my brother will 
be condemned to paſs the reſt of his 
days in diſcontent and miſcry ; while 
you, in the bloom of all your charms, 
will be fated to waſte your days in 
a world of pain and wretchedneſs. 


I ex pect 
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I expect your anſwer with impa- 


tience; it will decide your deſtiny; 
judge, then, how much we are all 


intereſted in the reſult of your final 


determination. 


7 he 
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Ne Anſwer, 


HE favour you have honoured 


me with, I have read with all 
the attention it ſo highly merits. My 
God ! what a propoſition have you 


made to ſo unfortunate a woman? 
It is a ſure proof how little you know: 


your brother, when you adviſe me to 


return to his houſe, I have been for 


years the ſport of his illiberal ſuſpi- 
cions and cruel conduct; every thing 
in my power was done to ſoften his 
lavage temper. How often have [ 
not thrown myſelf at his feet, and 
| implored him to take my lite, rather 
Vo. IL, -- xt + 
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than to make me ſo unhappy ? My 
paſſive ſubmiſſion ſerved but to in- 
creaſe his tyranny. As you are his 
brother, you will ſpare me the reci- 
tal of my unmerited ſufferings. By 
a poſitive refuſal of a reconciliation, 
I may ſave him from committing many 
crimes ; for his unheard-of cruelties to 
me ſurpaſs all credibility. 


When I reflect on what I ſuffered | 
| while under his roof, when I was a 


ſtranger to the paſſion which now de- 

ſtroys me; how my ſteps were watched, 

my geſtures, looks and words miſin- 

f terpreted; what would it now be, ſince. 
1 my heart is agitated with the moſt 
lively affection that woman ever felt? 
This circumſtance alone ſhuts my heart 

| | and 
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and my reaſon againſt any propoſition 


of that nature. The Viſcount has 


been pleaſed to throw a ſhade over 


my reputation; he has robbed me of 


my family and friends; I am immured 

among a claſs of beings who are ſteeled 

to the finer feelings of humanity; they 

cannot even conceive the extent of 

my woes, nor the ſacrifice I am making 
to ſentiment and ſenſibility, 


There is, however, one dear mortal 
left me, who can participate in yall 
my affections, my pains; and my 
courage to reſiſt againſt violence. He 
vill do juſtice to the integrity of my 
intentions, the purity of my ſenti- 
ments, although he perhaps will be 


their victim, It is to him I appeal 
1 D he 


— 
2 — Ie EN cum — - 
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— he is to me the whole univerſe. 
Yes, I do love him; and this love 
ennobles human nature. My infant 
years have been devoted to the man 
I could not bear; with him I have 
known nothing but fears and bitter 
anguiſh of mind : after this ſevere 
trial, I enjoyed a ſhort reſpite of li- 
berty. This ſtate I conſidered as the 
firſt of bleſſings. I gave into the. 
faſhionable” diſſipation which is per- 
mitted to perſons of rank and for- 
tune; I thought I taſted the firſt de- 
lights of fociety. This dream was 
wotully tranſitory ; and I ſoon found 
a horrid liſtneſſneſs for thoſe frivolous 
amuſements, which appeared ſo raviſh- 
ing at the firſt view. Sighs frequently 
eſcaped me, without any particular ob- 

| ject; 
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ject; and I involuntarily wiſhed to 
meet a being to whom I could ad- 
dreſs them. Chance threw in my way 
one, who, like myſelf, was tired with 
the ſame eternal round of public di- 


_ verſions 3; he ſought after thoſe ſolid 
pleaſures which ſpring from the uni- 


ſon of minds endowed with delicacy, 


| honour, ſentiment and ſenſibility, I 
no ſooner ſaw him, than my heart, 
by ſome ſecret cauſe, knew the ſym- 
pathy of our taſtes, our ſentiments 


and our diſpoſitions. I could not 
withdraw my eyes from off him; when 


he ſpoke, my heart bounded with joy; 


and from that moment I felt a new 


paſſion had ſeized upon my whole ſoul, 


Our acquaintance ſoon grew into friend- 
ſhip ; that friendſhip ſoon diſplayed all 
£2 | his 


1 
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his good and ſhining qualities; and I 
diſcovered in him a thouſand charms, 
both of perſon and mind, which few 
can boaſt, They were in themſelves 
ſufficient to inſpire me with a partiality 
in his favour; and a heart leſs ſuſcep- 
tible than mine, would have found 
itſelf inſlaved. IJ have, however, ſum- 
þ moned all my reaſon to my aſſiſtance; 
i ſhe confirms the choice; virtue alſo 
approves—I muſt —1 muſt love him 
1 as long as I live. His attachment 
has not infringed any of my princi- 
ples; and he implicitly ſubmits to the 
| moſt painful conditions I have hi- 
therto impoſed. 


It is to you, Sir, I make this open 
confeſſion ; judge, by this, the regard 
and 
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and confidence I repoſe in your diſ- 
cretion ? Let me conjure you never 


to preſs me more upon a ſubject 1 
cannot conſider but with horror; and + 
as to the reports concerning Colonel 


Ormſby, do not believe them: I know 
his manner of thinking too well, 

indulge an idea ſo injurious to - 
honour and probity — He is not in- 
ſenſible of what I have done for his 
fake as well as mine; he ſees the 
evils to which I am inceſſantly ex- 
poſed to; and he knows alſo that my 
only conſolation is in his fidelity. It 
is therefore impoſſible he can deceive 
me; for in that caſe he would be- 
come the moſt baſe, the molt perfidious 
of men. 


I 4 | I have. 
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I have lately diſcovered in this con- 
vent a young lady, who is nearly as 


unhappy as myſelf, A ſympathy of 


misfortunes have given riſe to an in- 


timacy between us; and we mutually 


confide to each other all our pains 
and all our perſecutions, Alas! I 
pray heaven to preſerve this precious 
friend ! The extreme delicacy of her 
health makes me fear I ſhall ſoon 
loſe her. Before I conclude this vile 
ſcrawl, permit me to ſolicit you to 
obtain permiſſion for my return to 
my uncle's. If you can ſucceed, I 
ſhall owe you my life, and my future 


happineſs. 


] am, Ke. 
E, BEAUMONT. 
| LET. 
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LETTER 1 


| Lady B. to Colonel Ormfoy. 


EAR Ormſby ! 1 have juſt given 

thee another proof of my at- 
fection. I have received a letter from 
Governor Beaumont, who propoſes my 
liberty if I would return to the 
Viſcount's. I ſhuddered at the pro- 
poſition, and rejected it in all its 
forms. I would rather remain im- 
prifoned all my days, than be denied 
the ſight of the man I love. Were 
I to be reconciled to him, we ſhould 
be finally ſeparated; my captivity 
— 15 would 
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would become a hundred times more 
cruel and languiſhing. Thou loveſt 
me, I adore thee, Ormſby. Several 
of my friends are employed to re- 
| leaſe me from hence; perhaps they 
may ſucceed ſo far as to ſee thee 
again: at all events, I have the ſe- 
cret pleaſure in the reflexion that this 
ſacrifice is for thee alone. My Ormſby 
follows me, and enchants me. It ac- 
companies me to the ſanctuary - thou 
art the god I invoke. Would that 
1 could raiſe altars to thy memory ! 
Heavens, how I love thee! And in 
ſpite of every. thing I will perſevere 
in loving thee, while I retain a ſenſe 
of thy virtues : — and that ſenſe I 
hope io enjoy to the lateſt hour. The 
rigour of my deplorable fate does not 
- | . reach 
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reach the ſeat of my affections: they 
are heaven-born, and retain a ſufficient 
degree of their original fire to flouriſh 
even in a convent. 


Several days have elapſed, and yet 
Thereſa brings no letters. God for- 
bid, that the Governor be not well 
founded in his ſuggeſtions! No; it 
is impoſſible. I will not do thee ſo 
crying an injuſtice, to ſuppoſe thee 
_ guilty of ſuch a crime! Every thing 
but thy ſilence aſſures. me to the con- 
trary. Adieu! 


P. S. I am tempted to write to our 
St. Alban. I owe her this inſtance 
of my friendſhip. 


1 6 L E T. 
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EETTER en. 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſby. 


HAT a night have I paſſed! 
it has been the war of all 
the elements ! The day at laſt is re- 
turned, but my fears are not diſſipated. 
O, my Ormſby ! this ſad ſolitude be- 
gins to ſhew itſelf in all its aggra- 
vated horrors ! It appears as if I was 
the only being in the creation. The 
tempeſt was the moſt furious I ever 


heard; the whole building rocked, and 


every clap of thunder threatened the 


deſtruction of the whole edifice. In 


the 
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the midſt of this univerſal uproar, 


methought I heard the moſt piercing 


groans—I flew to my window, and by 
ſome illuſion I thought I heard my 
lover's plaintive voice. By the flaſhes 
of the lightning, I could perceive no 
object near me; ſtill I am poſſeſſed 
of ſome diſaſter. Every now and then 
I ventured to fix my regards on that 
particular ſpot where J firſt beheld 
thee. Early in the morning I ſaw the 
gardener, who by a ſign of the head 
gave me to underſtand he had no letter. 
Alas! thou doſt fot write as uſual ! 
doſt thou fear a diſcovery ? or is it 
that thou haſt already forgotten thy 
Eloiſa? Pardon me, pardon me, dear 
Ormſby. I ſtill hope to hear from thee 
to-morrow. How long the tedious in- 
— | terval! 
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terval ! write, if it be but one word, 
and my fears will vaniſh. Adieu! I 
dare not tell thee to what exceſs my 
uneaſineſs has tranſported me.—Gra- 
cious God! have [I loſt all I hold dear 


in this world? Why will you, by ſo 


long a filence, torment me with ſuch 
excruciating ſenſations ? Tears are now 
the intervals of eaſe; while I can in- 


dulge them, I am eaſy; and that TI 


do indulge them, be witnefs earth and 
heaven. In pity to my bleeding heart, 
do not ſuffer me to realize all the 
zortures of a deſponding ſenſibility. I 


can only add, that I am * 


ſtark- mad. Again adieu! þ 


LE T- 
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LETTER x ( 
Mr. Neville to Colonel Ormſby, 


S it really true that Colonel Ormfby 

is going to marry the Counteſs of 
Ku > I eſteem my friend too much 
to believe a ſyllable of the matter; 
but for God's ſake, take care that this 


report does not reach the ears of Lady 
Beaumont. 


It is a little century fince I have 
heard from either of you; what can 
occaſion this very long ſilence? The 
Viſcount has anſwered my letter; and 
J find my endeavours were but a fruit- 

| leſs 
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leſs attempt. I have, however, {till a 
friend at court, which. gives me hopes 
we ſhall be able to obtain his Majeſty's 
permiſſion for Lady Beaumont to re- 
turn to her uncle'ss Pray heavens I 
= may ſucceed in my expectations—what 

fl Joy would it be for you both, as well 
as pleaſure to your > 


"i . 
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LETTER LAX 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſly. 5 


7 HAT can this mean? Three 

of my letters remain unanſwer- 
ed! Oh, Ormſby! I have loſt my faith 
in thy promiſes —I have called up 
every ſhocking idea — endeavoured 
to tear thee from my heart — yet ſtill 
thou art about it, and my paſſion en- 
creaſes by deſperation, Surely my miſ- 
fortunes are progreflive : a greater and 
a greater has ſucceeced ; but this 
dreadful ſilence has wound up the 
whole, 
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whole, and will inevitably deſtroy my 
peace of mind for ever | Let me con- 
jure thee to write inſtantly—if I be 
not indulged, thy Eloiſa will bid thee 
an everlaſting adieu! dreadful thought! 
My blood is chilled with the hare 
idea! Wretched woman ! thou art 
abandoned by the object of thy ſole 
affections, and now forced to waſte 
thy miſerable days among the moſt 
inſenſible and ſtupid of mortals !— 
Thereſa has a letter !—it is from my 
Ormſby—Oh no; it is my uncle— 
Good God ! he writes me word — 
but am I not miſtaken ? —ſhocking 
intelligence! he writes me of thy 
marriage with the Counteſs of ****, 
My uncle believes it; he inſiſts—he 
is impoſed on.—0 do not fear that 

I ſhould 
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I ſhould accuſe thee of ſo black a 
treaſon :—I am too unhappy not to 
rely upon thy profeſſions of love and 
conſtancy. Nothing can ſhake my 
faith—nevertheleſs—Ah ! if This 
news would end my forrows and my 
life together. Write—write ; tell me 
thou loveſt me, or I am irreparably 
undone - my head turns giddy — Adieu! 
adieu! | 


LE T- 
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EET TER LXXXYL 
The Counteſs Dubois to the Aue of **** 


ORD Beaumont, my dear Couſin, 

' requeſts you will have the ſtricteſt. 
eye upon the conduct of his Lady; 
and that you ſtop all letters but thoſe 
addreſſed to you under his own hand. 
Tell me in your next how ſhe bears 
her diſhonour and her confinement ? 
If ſhe poſſeſs the art of preſerving her 
beauty; and if ſhe remain ſtill over 
head and ears in love with her inamo- 
rato ? Be particular, for every thing is 


” 


intereſting 
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intereſting that falls from your elegant 
pen, For the preſent, I know of no- 
thing new, except it be that the lovely 
and charming Counteſs of * * ® is 
married to Colonel Ormſby. : 


* 


I am, &c. 


DUBOIS; 


LE T- 
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LETTER LXXXVIL 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormſby. 


HAT a wretched proſpect opens 

to my view! I can no longer 

bear this accumulated affliction— All 
my hopes then are fled? Is it you who 
have plunged me into this miſery ? 
My peace of mind is totally mur- 
dered! my future hours marked with 
| fruitleſs wailings, ſighs, tears, and 
endleſs ſolitude! Could I have ever 
thought of ſo baſe a treachery ! Vile 
deceiver! My poor unfortunate com- 
panion has the honour, I find, of being 
allied 
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allied to you; and as an inſtance of 
your treaſon, read her brother's letter. 


e Dear Siſter, *tis with the moſt ſen- 
| ſible pleaſure, .I inform you, that our 
near relation, the Counteſs, is married 
to Comte Ormſby, Colonel du Regi- 
ment de * * *, As this event ſeems to 
give univerſal ſatisfaction, I would not 
defer a moment in imparting it, that 

you may partake of the pleaſure of 
our family, Excuſe the ſhortneſs of 
this epiſtle, as I muſt fit down to write 
letters of felicitation.“ 


LE T- 
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LETTER LAXXVHI. 


Lady Beaumont to Madame St. Alban. 


TNEAR and tender-hearted St. Al- 


| ban! if you ſtill love me, pray 
for a ſpeedy deliverance from all my 


ſorrows, Could you ever have thought 


that this godlike man, who ſcemed to 
poſſeſs one of the beſt hearts in the 


world, has at laſt deceived me? He is 


married Ves, married to the Counteſs 
or ****, My pride has ſtruggled 


hard to root my unhappy paſſion from 


my breaſt; yet ſtill I find that I adore 


the traitor! Oh, take pity of my dif- 


treſs 
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tteſs— tis my laſt ſigh I ſhall ever ſend 
you !—I am mad—To be certain of 
my fate, I have diſpatched my truſty 
friend, the gardener of the convent, to 
Paris; and under the pretext of ſeeing 
his father, he has obtained permiſſion 
of abſence. I wait his return, which 

vill decide my fate—my {ſtrength fails 
mel fear I ſhall break my heart—T 
can ſcarce write the word Adieu! 
without doubt, 'tis for ever! 


Vol., II. R "The 
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The As fac er. 


My loſt friend ! is it at laſt that 

I hear from you to tell me of 
your deſpair and diſtraction! Be con- 
ſoled, my dear Eloiſa; Colonel Ormſby 
loved you too paſſionately to marry any 
other woman. I am morally certain 
he could not commit ſo baſe an action. 
Wait the arrival of your meſſenger; 
my life for it, you will find you have 


been impoſed upon. Let me conjure 


you to have courage ; you are loved, 
and will be ſo always. In your terri- 


ble ſolitude, the imagination takes 


the alarm with more avidity than it 
receives 
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receives conſolation, Reſt perſuaded, 
your gardener will diſſipate your terrors. 
I pledge my life for the Colonel ; al- 
though I am not the moſt credulous in 
the world, Be comforted, I have 2 
pre-ſentiment, I ſhall {till ſee my lovely 


friend delivered from her priſon, and 


be alſo ſupremely happy. Your lover, 
let me repeat, knows too well the trea- 
ſure he poſſeſſes, in having the affections 
of a Lady Beaumont. Have I not 
often heard him break out in theſe 
eee expreſſions! r 


« Lady Eloiſa is not, madam, to 


be claſſed with our modern race of 


| beauties—She has charms peculiar to 


herſelf, I love her to madneſs. An- 
gelic woman the paſſion is as durable 


K 2 as 
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as life itſelf! Yet I fear ſuch an ineſti- 
mable a treaſure will never fall to my 
lot! the ſacrifice is too great—T am 


really too preſumptuous ! Oh! that T 
could make her as happy as ſhe is good, 


amiable, and accompliſhed! You know, 


madam, that your friend is wondrouſly 


| handſome; you know her elegance of 


manners; her inchanting addreſs; her 
great ſuperiority of underſtanding : her 
refined taſte; her paſſion for the Belles 


Lettres; and ſhe knows that I honour 
her, eſteem her, and adore her.“ 


The animated manner in which he 
would run on for the hour together, 
plainly ſhewed he ſpoke the language 
of his feelings : this language may be 


mimicked by a thouſand pretenders to 


ſenti- 
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ſentiment and paſſion; but have ſtudied 
the human heart too deeply, not to 

diſtinguiſh the difference between feel- 

ing, and pretending to feel : beſides, 

my friend, I did not ſee nor hear him 

talk as my lover. The moment that 
the gardener arrives, write to me, if it 

be but a ſingle line, 


9 
Your's, 


Sr. ALB AN. N 
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LETTER rer. 


St. Croix, the Valet of Colonel Ormfby, 
To Lady Beaumont. 


MY LADY, 


T is by the orders of my poor maſter, 
that I take the liberty of writing 
ro your Ladyſhip, to. inform you. 


that he is ſo martally weak, that he 


cannot move in his bed. Permit me 
to tell your Ladyſhip, that I had the 
very great imprudence to tell my maſ- 
ter this morning, that the gardener 

from 
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from the convent was in the kitchen; 
he ordered me to call him up, and the 
moment he clapped his eyes on him, 
he fell into a ſwoon. Before my poor 
maſter was recovered again, the man 
ax'd me if it was true, that the 
Colonel was married? I aſſured him, 
upon my honour, that nothing was 
more untrue, or farther from his 
thoughts, I have not dared to give 
him your Ladyſhip's letters, for fear of 
a return of his fever, as he is not as 
yet out of danger. As ſoon as the 
doctors ſay, I may venture to give them, 
I ſhall not fail doing it. The ſight of 
the gardener has, I believe, done my 
maſter a world of good, ſo that he ſeems 
mending all the day, and I now begin 


Ka - to 
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to hope he will get the better of his 


dangerous malady. 
I am, with the profoundeſt reſpec, 
My Lady, 
Your Ladyſhip's 
Humble Servant, 
at command, 


ALEXANDER ST, CRolx. 


LE T. 
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LETTER 
Lady Beaumont to Colonel Ormsby. 


Y dear Ormſby ! I know nat by 
what miracle I am till living? 
Had it not been for our St. Alban, I 
ſhould have died with grief. Good 
| God! what a ſnare has been laid to 
blaſt my hopes, and make me die the 
victim of my ſenſibility ? I have been 
induced to accuſe the beſt of men with 
the blackeſt of crimes, while he was at 
death's door with a fever. Canſt thou 
forgive me! Yes, I know thou wilt 
forgive me; but I cannot eaſily for- 


K 5 glve 
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give myſelf for my injuſtice. For hea- 


ven's ſake, let St. Croix write every 


day, *till my Ormſby can aſſure me of 
his convaleſcence. My prayers ſhall be 
offered up to the throne of mercy, for 
thy ſpeedy recovery— till when J ſhall 
not have one minute's eaſe. Adieu. 
God bleſs you! | 


„ 


LE T- 
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LETTER 2. 
Lord Beaumont to bis Lady. 


EFORE you receive this intima- 

tion of a fall I have had from my. 
horſe, and my. fever,. I ſhall, in all pro- 
bability, be no more. I welcome death, 
ſince it terminates all the evils with 
which. I have been tormented. All 
your crime, wy Lady, is in your not 


having loved me; all my miſery, that ” 


I. could not bear up againſt your 
hatred. My paſſions increaſed in pro- 
portion to your indifference Nature 
juſtifies us both. I employ my laſt 

K 6 moments 
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moments in giving orders for your 


liberty, and diſtribution of my effects. 


Would that I could find your pardon 
In tracing theſe words—1 can write no 
more—farewell for ever ! TY. 


CT T- 
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L E T T E R NN 


Colonel Ormſby to Lady Beaumont. 


\ H Y lover, Eloiſa, is ſtill alive, 
and ever faithful to his vows. 
Could that invaluable and all-accom- 
pliſhed creature think I could ſacrifice 
to ambition the paragon of her ſex ? 
Could I ever efface from my fond 
memory, that my Eloiſa enjoys the 
uncommon lot, not only of having a 
bewitching form and face, but that ſhe 
has a ſoul made up of tenderneſs, de- 
licacy, and purity ! Heaven, my love, 
has been propitious to my prayers; 1 
am 
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am in a great meature reſtored) to my 
wonted health, and to hear that my 
Eloiſa loves me ſtill; again, my eyes 

have been bleſſed with reading the 
charming language of my Eloiſa's love. 
How magical their effects! Again, am 


I fcclingly alive to the ſweet deliriums 


of a reciprocal paſſion, But when 1 
think on the obſtacle which divides vs, 
my heart is ready to fink under the 
weight of its affections. In this predi- 
cament, I feel a thouſand contending 
paſſions, I have courage and fortitude ;. 


and while my Eloiſa bids me live in 


the aſlurances of her affections, I will 
brave every fpectes of misfortune. 
Though you have ſcolded me, my dear 
miſticſs, yet your dear epiſtles breathe 


a language which delights my ena- 


moured. 
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moured foul. Ah! my Eloiſa! What 
haſt thou not ſuffered !' I cannot doubt 
the ardour of thy love; and I will 
repay the divine woman with a never- 
failing tenderneſs: for my life and 
happineſs are wound up in the perſua- 
ſion thou loveſt me. | 


Gracious powers! What is this that- 
I have now before my eyes ?—Do I 
dream? I have a letter which informs 
me, that Lord Beaumont is 
My Eloiſa is delivered from her chains. 


and impriſonment I Pardon mel will 
not add a word more—My pen totters 
in my hand—-Great Author of our 
being, preſerve my life—preſerve my 
Eloiſa's! . 


LE T- 
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» 


LETTER XCIII. 
Lach Beaumont to Colonel Ormſby. 


T Scarce breathe. I tremble more 

than ever for thy ſafety. Thy letter 
terrifies and delights me. Yes, death 
has diſſolved a connection which has 


imbittered the moſt precious years of 


my life. I now forgive him for all his 
cruelties; I feel for the miſeries his 
unhappy temper bas brought upon us 
both : but let us draw a veil over all 


his errors—I am in a ſituation not to 
be deſcribed—Adieu. 


There 
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* * There is a period of two years be- 
tween this Letter, and that which 
cloſes the genuine hiſtory of a Noble- 
man, who has recently loſt, at St. 


Germain en Laye, the heroine of this 


Novel. 


4 "74 — 
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LETTER Nei 
Cilonel Ormſby 10 Mr. Neville, 


WO painful centuries are at laſt 

4 <lapſed—Heaven has now united 
me to the angelic Lady Beaumont! 
*Tis not in the power of language ta 
deſcribe my tranſports, or you to con- 
ceive the ſuperlative ſtate of my feli- 


City. 
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city. Yeſterday, the twenty-ſecond of 
June, Providence ſealed the contract, 
which our hearts have fo long ratified, 
I heard every tongue exclaim, What a 
lovely woman! I hope ſhe will be hap- 
py ! 1 gaz*d upon her with ine fable de- 
Iizht—her hand trembled in mine—and 
her confuſion was ſo great, that I was 
alarmed leſt it would prove too much 
for her ſpirits, and the delicacy of her 
tender frame, Oh, how delightful to 
| proclaim one's happineſs to the whole 
world, and to glory in a choice which 
does ſo much honour ! 

We are now with her uncle; but we 
ſhall ſet out in a few days to fix our 


paradiſe in a retreat from the capital, 
My wife (whom I ſhall always conſider 
| 48 
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as my charming and affectionate miſ- 
treſs) will take with her the amiable and 
ſenſible Madame St. Alban; we only 
want my honourable and reſpectable 
Neville, to make the party complete. 
Felicitate your grateful friend, who has 
the ſupreme bleſſing of being married 
to one who unites, in her perſon, beauty, 
virtue, the graces, love and friendſhip, 


— — 


# 1 ® © 8 


* — 7 
8 — >/4 2 2 2 F - 
"MY alt - * 4 1 1 „ WF 
* * L : 8 2 % IF, . — 1 WE = 3 


— 


N * pRB \; tr F e 
8 4a. — - by 
1s. Ia * 


* 2 


BOOKS printed for J. Maccowan, 
No. 27, Pater-noſter-Row. 


—_—_— 


— — oft 


L 
T MA 


LIFE OF JOSEPH, 


"© 0 
5 SON OFFIS ( ST 
In eight books. Chiefly deligned to allure 


young minds to a love of the Sacred 
Scriptures. The 2d. Edition, Price 
28. 6d, ſewed. 1 


89 * 


PO PE CLE MENT. XIV. 
(GANGANELLI.) 


The 2d. Edition, reviſed, corrected, and 
enlarged. Carefully compared with the 
3d. Edition, publiſhed at Paris, by the 
MarquisCaRRACCIOLI. Price 58. bound. 


Boks printed for J. Macgowan. 


. T- I 
f T « A VE L 8 
1 o F 
iS HE ASD MN 
| | | 


Tranſlated from the French of the Mar- 
quis CaRacciolti. Price 3s. bound, 


IV. 

D 1 A L oO © VE 9 
% 
VU 
In which the many Vices which abound 
in the civil and religious World, doc- 
trinal and practical, are traced to their 


proper Sources. More eſpecially, the 
„ Roman 


— —— — 


Books printed for 7. Macgowan. 


Roman Catholic Errors are pointed out, + 
from the Antichriſtian Principles from 
which they ſpring. The whole is con- 
ducted by way of allegorical Dialogues, 
between the following Dialogeans. 


Faſloſus, or Pride; Inſidelis, or Unbelief, 
Avaro, or Covetovinels; Diſcordans, or 
Contention; Crudelis, or Cruelty. 

In 2 vol. 12mo. Price 58. ſewed, 


; Et 
. 
PARSONAGE HOUSE, 


A NoveL, by a Young Lay, 
In 3 vol. 12mo. Price 68. ſewed, or 7s. 6d, bd. 


VI. 
FEMALE RESTOR ATION. 
| By a moral and phyſical Vindication of 
FEMALE TALENTS: 


In Oppoſition to all dogmatical *Afiertions 
relative to diſparity 1n the Sexes, 
Dedicated by permiſſion to her un. 
Price 38. lewed. 


Books printed for F. Macgowan, 

„„ | . 

DBSERVATIONS 
o N : 
POPUL AR ANTIQUITIES,. 


Including the whole of Mr. Bouzne's 
Antiquitates Vulgares, with Addenda 
to. every Chapter of that Work: as 


alſo, An Appendix, containing ſuch 


Articles on the Subject as have been 
omitted by that Author. By Jonx 
BRAND, A. B. of Lincoln College, Ox- 
ford. In one large vol. 8vo. 


Price 5s. in boards, 


1 


